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Slash's Down Time 


Author's Notes: 
so we figured WSlash needed to better get his karma in bettershape and go see yakinamundo for help. 


Beverly Hills, California 
1990 


Slash's POV 


You know that guy you see walking around Hollywood in the middle of the night, wearing shades? Sort of sleazy 
looking dude in worn out leather pants who buys a packet of smokes and a bottle of Jack in the early morning? 
First customer in line when the liquor store opens. 

The kind of guy you'd wait to on them to leave the store before you go in, or you'd change the side of the 
street just to avoid him? 


Yeah... that would've been me. Not long ago before my overdose. | was a bit better since then 


And if you took the time to really get to know me, find out what kind of person | really am instead of just 
stereotyping me, because of the way | look.. well, you'd be wasting your time. Because I've been exactly who 
you think | am. 

| would've done pretty much everything to get a fix. Including, but not limited to having my friend stabbed for 
the shit. Not to mention dragging him from his new born baby at the hospital because i ovedosed and my 
heart stopped for 8 fucking minutes. 

Hey, don't fucking judge me. I'm a junkie, what should | know? 


| try to straighten up and dry out every once in a while but that damn shit always lures me back home to it 
again It's harder to stay clean off the road. Downtime really sucked. There isn't much for a rock star to do 
once you come home from being on the road for months..years at a time. A boredom sets in because life has 
been this one track fast paced party for so long. Then you come home and the party is suddenly over. You're 
alone and | just didn't know what to fucking do with myself. 

That was when | overdosed and Nikki and Izzy fucking saved me. They sat me down and told me | needed to go 
see that old Asian guy who stitched Izzy up that time, um..Yakinamundo | think. They told me he could help me. 
They said he had gotten their shit together. They explained this shit about Karma and soul mates and living 
over and over until you find them, no matter how many lives it takes you. | admit | respected that old guy, 


but | just didn't see how he could fix me. So | put off going. That interfered with my getting high. 


Management was well aware of the problems that coming home presented to me. They had seen it in far more 
people than just me. They were prepared to handle it too. Their plan was to try to fill some of that free time | 
had. Since | was an internationally known rocker now they felt | needed to maybe do some charity shit. You 
know, save fucking whales, cure cancer, kiss a deformed baby or some shit. Not my thing at all. | honestly 
didn't give a fuck about anything but my next hit. But it's the celebrity thing to do when you have money. Plus 
| had to keep the record company off my fucking back. So | play their little game to give them the illusion I'm 
doing ok. 


Izzy and Nikki both watch me like a fucking hawk | had learned that | didn't much care for them when they 
were sober. They were just different. Nor did | give a flying fuck to see how goddamn happy they were. Izzy 
was the overly proud new dad. Its fucking weird to know one of us guy has a kid now. Their needy little 
fuckers, kids, always crying and shit. But | can honestly say Izzy has never seemed happier. He smiles all the 
time now. Sixx was just the fallen angel who was learning how to fly again with Axl's sister. The two of them 
drove Axl crazy with their constant displays of affection. But he seemed truly happy with Amy. I've known Sixx 
a long tgime. | think he might have actually loved someone more than he loved himself. Honestly sobriety did 
not suit Nikki at all, at least he still drankWe could still hang out at least and do that. But Izzy had become 
pretty cut off to us all. He was the family man now. 

And me, well not much has changed in my life. However the line of people that prayed it would probably 
stretched halfway across LA by now. But so what? I'm too young to settle down. Izzy is like three years older 
than | am. Nikki, something like seven years older than me. Yeah, they needed to grow up and be responsible 


and shit. But me, what reason did | have to fucking change? Better yet, why would | want to? 


Ashley's POV 


| try to straighten the skirt of my Dior dress, take a last look at my two hundred dollar hairdo and try not to 
break the heel of my new Prada's as | get out of my limousine. 

As usual Richard, my driver, is holding the door for me. 

You think l'm a spoiled brat? You think daddy's girl gets everything she wants just by asking? Well, think again 
because being part of this Beverly Hills community is a hell of a job. | had been being bred for it since birth. 


Seriously. It's very hard work. Always dressing just so, perfect posture, crossing my ankles like a lady, eating 
like a bird, rubbing elbows with all the right people. And it's boring like hell. I'm twenty one and l'm already on 
my best way to become a Stepford wife. 

Yeah... lucky me! My father had been on the hunt for a suitable husband for me for over a year now. 


Its not that | chose to be like this. Unfortunately | was born into this. 

When all my friends went to college, my father sipped his drink and said: 

"College is just for ordinary people, honey. 

So here | am: 

The uneducated rich girl. 

I'm being dragged to every society party in Beverly Hills by my mom, in order to find a rich husband. Then l'm 
going to be forced to have babies, which I'm not going to raise by myself because l'm too busy socializing and 
drinking cocktails all day. 

After a couple of years l'm probably finding my husband screwing the maid and | will drown my privileged life 
in vodka. 


Ask again if l'm a spoiled brat. 

Now, my newest assignment is helping with a fundraiser. 

Apparently this should be my magic ticket into the Beverly Hills’ Ladies League. Something my mother had 
always wanted for me. 

To be part of the cookbook committees, the parties, and the fashion shows. 


My future: an endless row of boring events with even more boring people. But this is what | was bred to do. 


| sigh and adjust the pearls on my neck as | walk like a well-bred lady into the hotel where I'm supposed to 
meet Mrs. Johnson, the president of the civic organization. 


"Uhm... I'm supposed to meet a group here." | say to the hostess at the lobby. 
The hostess looks up and smiles, "Are you here for the Africa fundraiser, too?" 


| nod and glance around if | notice anyone familiar. No one in sight. | must be late. Late is unacceptable of a 


lady. 


"You'll have to wait here for a moment because we have to move everyone into a larger meeting room." The 


hostess says and leaves me standing in the lobby. 


"Great. Thanks for leaving me here.." | mumble at myself, digging through my Fendi for my mirror. At least | 
can have a quick check on my looks while I'm waiting here. A ladies makeup must always be perfect. | put my 
mirror and compact back in my purse. 


| Turn around towards the lounge chairs, and unexpectedly trip over something on the floor. 


With a squeak, | try to grab what's next to me and cling onto a leather clothed arm. 
As soon as | find back my balance, | try to figure out what made me trip and my gaze finds a big black case 
on the floor. 


It's worn out, covered with stickers and looks like a guitar case. 


What the hell? 


"Easy, doll. That's my favorite." | hear a dark voice beside me and notice l'm still holding onto an arm. 


God, this is embarrassing. 


‘I'm so sorry, sir." | mumble and let go of the arm, taking a second to look at the guy who's attached to it. 
When | lift my eyes, all | can see is a huge amount of black curls. 


| notice a pierced nose and a cigarette dangling from a mouth with full lips. The rest of the guy's face is 


hidden behind the mass of black curls. 


Curious of this stranger, | take a step back to take a better look at him. He did not look like he was from 
around here. 

He's so out of place here, it's fascinating. 

Who in hell is this guy and what in hell is he doing in a five star hotel in Beverly Hills? Guys like this just didn't 
walk into places like this. He couldn't get in if he were just some common guy off the streets. That was 
precisely what he looked like. Surely he wasn't here for the same reason as | was. 


| allow my eyes to look over the guitar case beside him again. There were something like 50 Airplane claim 
tickets tied to the handle. The stickers on it were standard stickers you might find on any bumper down on the 
Sunset Strip. A breeze blew his smell in my direction. He reeked of liquor and stale cigarette smoke. He didn't 
even bother to chew gum. 


He sweeps his hair out of his face only to reveal to me eyes that are hidden behind dark shades. "You're 
good?" He asks me showing slight concern, but it wasn't real, it was merely out of reflex from whatever 


raising he had had. 


"Yes, thank you," | nod and stiffen my well-bred posture back to the perfect pose it was supposed to be in 
Shoulders back, chin up, feet together. | manage to walk away from the stranger and find my seat. 


Two Sides Of The Track 


Two Sides Of The Track 
Slash's POV 


These hotel hostesses are annoying bitches. 

Guys like me are treated like shit until we take out our credit cards. It's a totally different story then. 

| don't know how in fucking hell | even got one. Must have gotten it from someone at the management. 
Sometimes these fuckers are pretty useful 

Most of the time they are just fucking annoying. Just one more important thing to have to keep up with or 


worry about being lost or stolen. 


l'm about to tell the hostess chick she can go fuck herself, because l'm not willing to wait any longer, when 
that civic organization chick finally shows up. 


About fucking time. This shit is cutting into my drinking time. 


She's around fifty and uptight as fuck. But she still has a rocking body. I'd fuck her. 
She extents her hand to me, “Thank you for coming, Mr. ... Uhm.. Slash? Uh... Hudson?" 


"Yeah, just Slash is fine." | mumble. This shit is getting worse by the minute. 


She gives me a smile that is so fucking fake, | almost cringe. You don't fucking want me here? Yeah, it's not 


like | chose to do this shit. We all have to do shit we don't want to here babe. 
"Would you please follow me to our meeting room?" She turns, expecting me to follow. 


| bent down to grab my guitar case and my gaze finds the blonde chick, which almost ran me over, sitting in 


one of the lounge chairs. 


Fucking give me a break, that chick is a hotti. 

Even how she fidgeted her conservative skirt and how she wrinkled her perfectly shaped nose at me earlier. 
Now she's staring at me and | can't help to smirk at her. 

Too bad | need to go to that meeting. She really is cute with her sandy beige hair all pulled back in some weird 
hair thing. She's really rocking this teacher look 

In any other situation I'd tried to get into her pants right now. She could probably use a good rock star fuck. 


"Your entourage is already here." The old chick snaps me out of my thoughts and | follow her towards the 


meeting room. 


Wait, what? 
"Entourage?" | ask stupidly. Is she fucking kidding me? Who in hell says shit like that? 


She stops at a door and turns with another fake smile. 
"Your friends are already here." She says as she opens the door to the meeting room, revealing Izzy, Duff, 


Nikki and Tommy sitting at a big table. 


| can't help the smile on my face. However these fuckers ended up here, I'm really relieved | don't need to do 


this shit all by myself. And it delights me to see that they look as miserable as | do. 


Ashley's POV 


It feels like I'm already waiting for ages when Mrs. Johnson finally shows up. 

But before she even lays eyes on me, she greets that weird guy with the curly hair. 

| take another look at that guy. He's tall and lean and | can't help admiring his beautiful lips. They are full and 
sexy. 

Even through his worn out appearance, he looks quite handsome. 

For a homeless person. 


| wonder if he's somehow involved in another charity project and if Mrs. Johnson is helping him? 


He grins at me and | blush for a second. God, he just caught me staring at him. 
Embarrassed being caught like that, | look away and busy myself with straightening my skirt. 


When | look back up again, Mrs. Johnson is on her way over to me and | stand up. 


"Miss Benson!" She walks up to me, extending her hand. "Thank you so much for coming. l'm so grateful you're 
volunteering for this project. It was really hard to find someone. Everyone is so busy with the upcoming 


fashion show right now." 


Yeah, don't tell me that. 
| would've killed to get a spot in that committee, but unfortunately l'm still working my way up towards the 
Ladies League. | didn't have much choice here. 


And | have no idea what | volunteered to in the first place. 


| shake her hand, "Thank you so much for having me Mrs. Johnson I'm so excited to be part of this ... uhm.. 
project." 


She gives me a charming smile. "Yes. Isn't it fascinating? We are going to raise a lot of money for all these 


poor African children. But this comes with a lot of work, dear." 


Oh, right. Africa. 
So we're raising money for Africa. How charming. | would've preferred the fashion show though. 
"Ie never been afraid of hard work, Mrs. Johnson" | say and follow her to the meeting room. 


She opens the door for me and | enter, freezing in the door frame. 


| blink for a second, looking at the group of men in front of me. 


There's that curly haired guy from the lobby. 
Beside him sitting a blonde, long haired guy with a beautiful smile. Wait? Is he wearing a padlock around his 
neck? Who wears jewelry like that? 


Two black haired guys are sitting right in the front. Their hair is spiked up a few inches and | wonder how 
much hairspray they must use for this. Not speaking of the insane amount of makeup they are wearing. l'm 
pretty sure they are twins. However one smiles beautifully and the other scowls menacingly. They are covered 
in tattoos. 


The last guy is sitting in the back, a cigarette dangling from his lips. His hair is black and long and he's wearing 
a hat. He seems to be pretty normal, compared to the other guys. ls smoking allowed in here? 


What is this here? Who are these people? | thought we were raising money for African children Are we 
suddenly helping out homeless people or drug addicts? 


Confused | turn to Mrs. Johnson. 
"I thought we were raising money for Africa?" | whisper, but she just shows me to sit down next to that 
curly haired guy. 


Great. Now I'm going to be covered in stale cigarette smoke, soon. 
The handsome rocker with the sexy lips leans back in his chair and looks at me. 


| clutch my purse tight to minimize my presence. 


"Hey. Nice to meet you. I'm Duff" The blonde guy with the nice smile says. 


| can't say anything. l'm way too confused to make small talk right now. 


Luckily Mrs. Johnson interrupts us by tapping on the table with a silver pen. 


"Thank you all for coming and volunteering at the fundraiser." 


| look at the bunch of clowns at my table. 

The guy with the hat is chain smoking. The blonde dude is constantly sipping from a flask. And one of the 
creepy twins is tapping on the table while the other one is throwing small balls of paper at the handsome guy 
next to me. They keep sticking in his curls. 


I+ doesn't really seem like they volunteered to this. 


"Please sign in with your name and phone number." Mrs. Johnson says, handing out a list. "This here is Ashley 


Benson. She'll be my secretary and your contact." 


Wait! l'm what? 


Before | can speak up, the good looking guy beside me receives the list and | watch as he writes: sSlash" 
Slash? Are they kidding me? Is that his name? 

The Ladies League gals would have boyfriends and husbands named Preston and Hamilton. Didn't he have a 
surname? 

Slash looked nothing like his name implied. 


"So, any ideas on that fundraiser from you, gentlemen?" Mrs. Johnson goes on. 


The black haired guy with the black hat says: "How about | start. | got some ideas you guys might like. Oh.. 
sorry. And ladies. I'm Izzy by the way." He tips his hat and | notice a wedding ring on his finger. 


What kind of ideas do these people have? Coming up with names like Duff and Izzy - not to mention Slash. 
In all my twenty one years, I've never heard so m many odd names in one place. Whatever happened to names 


like Bill or Bob? There was just no end to the crazy things these strange guys called themselves. 


"What about a bake sale or a charity auction or something?" | cut him off and earn a death stare from nearly 


everyone at the table. 

"Sweetheart, we know nothing about fucking bakery or auctioning. All we know is rock n roll" The scary twin 
says. He moves his hair out of his eyes for a split second but it falls right back in place. He had really 
beautiful eyes. 


"What he means is that music is what we know best to raise money. We've done it before." That Slash guy 
says with that smirk | noticed before. The one that keeps taking me off guard. 


"But | thought." | start but stop in midsentence. Not a good thing to piss those rockers off. "I'm sorry. A rock 
concert thingy is fine. Just fine." | say and lean back in my chair, my purse still clutched to my chest. 


"Good" Says Mrs. Johnson "Because you are going to help Mr. Slash and book him some solo appearances." 
"Our whole band can do a show," Duff pipes up. 

"Yeah," Izzy exhales, "Me, Blondie, and Curly are all in the same band" 

"That would be nice too, but we would still like you all to do some solo things. 

"Like what?" Evil twin asks. 

I'm sorry, | didn't catch your name," Mrs. Johnson asks him. 


"Me? l'm Nikki." 


"Just appearance type things Mr. Nikki," Mrs. Johnson replies. 


The evil twin named Nikki snarls his nose, "Baby you can call me anything you want as long as it doesn't have 


Mr. tacked in front of it." 


His twin giggles. The Izzy guy shoves him in the shoulder. Giggling twin looks back at him and shrugs. "What?" 


Evil twin Nikki throws a few paper balls back at him too. Beside me Slash lights up a cigarette and spreads his 


legs so wide they almost touch me. 


Forced Intervention 
Forced Intervention 
Nikki's POV 


Why in fucking hell did | even agree to this? 

African children? Seriously? Fucking charity? Who came up with this shit? 

Oh right. Amy. 

She thought it might be good for me to take care of my fucking karma 

As if | hadn't already enough of it for a lifetime. | should have never told her about Yakinamundo. 


Hell, | saved Stradlin's ass and his girl. And even Slash too. 
| even fell in love. What else would be waiting in line for me? Save the whole good damn band? When the fuck 


would my part ever be over in this shit? I'm sick of saving people! | just want to go home and spend a week in 


bed with my girl. But no, | get this fucking bullshit. 


| take a good look at Slash. He seems hammered. Nothing new here. 

The chick beside him clutches her purse, pressing it against her chest, like someone is going to fucking rob her 
or something. 

She has a nice rack Uh.guess | shouldn't be noticing shit like that if | valued my eye balls. Amy would rip 
them out if she saw me looking. | can help a chuckle. Even Slash noticed it. Guess he's not too smacked out to 


care. That's a fucking good sign. 


"You sober, man?" | ask Slash, who's trying to get all the small paper balls out of his hair. Yeah I'm outing him 
in front of everyone. That's the best way to get an honest answer from a person. Their reactions to shock 


always give them away. 

| earn a death stare from nearly all at the table, except Tommy. He snickers. But then Tommy knows me best. 
He's laughing because he's fucking bored and Slash going off on me proves to be more interesting than this 
fucking meeting. 

The snobby chick frowns. 

"What do you fucking care, Nikki?" Slash hisses. Defensive, defensive. Yeah, he's definitely still on smack. 


Izzy sighs, "Guys... this is really not the place," he mumbles under his breath watching the ladies in the room 


very carefully. 


"Don't you fucking dare judge me, Nikki." Slash slurs and for the first time | get a hint how trashed he really 
is. 'd say a fifth of Jack and just enough smack to ward off shaking and sweating in public. 


| shrug. "No judgment here, bro. Just trying to find out if princess here can take you out to the bold and 


beautiful out there. Or if you're going to be too smacked out to care." 


"Sixx!" Izzy huffs. All of this type of shit embarrasses the fuck out of him these days. He's the respectable 
family man these days. | have to commend the effort he goes to to keep his face out of the press. | don't 
think they even know he's got a kid. The only reason they know about him marrying MJ is because it was 
documented on paper. For 500 bucks anyone with access to it would sell a copy to the press, and they had. 


| take a look at the chick again Her eyes are wide open and she looks certainly confused. She has that sort of 
naive charm that MJ had had in the beginning. She's never lived a single day of her life. Been sheltered by 
mommy and daddy too much. 


Yeah, she doesn't have a fucking clue what we are talking about. 


Slash gets up, his chair leaving a squeaking noise on the floor as it slides backwards. 
I'm not here to fucking justify myself" He says, storming towards the door. 


"Where are you going?" Izzy asks. | can hear concern in his voice. 
"Gonna take a piss for fucks sake." Slash replies, leaving us. 
"Well, so much for that," Tommy says sounding a bit disappointed that it wasn't much more of a show. 


The old lady and the Debutant princess are staring at us all and wondering if they should continue the damn 
meeting or run like hell. | vote run like hell. Eventually | motion to the old lady to carry on with her shit as 
everyone settles down. She goes on about something but | don't pay much attention. The nervous shaking of 
Izzy's leg is vibrating the back of my chair. | look at him over my shoulder chewing his fingernails and staring 
at the door. Then all at once his eyebrows raise. He stops bouncing his leg and chewing his nails. He gives me a 
quick glance and jumps up. He bolts out of the room like his ass was on fire. Tommy looks at me and | look 


over at Duff. Duff shrugs and shakes his head not having a clue what just happened. But | think | might know. 
| jump up and follow after Izzy. "Take notes for me T-Bone," | say as I'm out the door like a flash. 


| can see Izzy going into the men's room. | follow. By the time | go in the door | can hear yelling and shouting. 


"Jesus fucking Christ Slash! In the goddamn Beverly Hills Hotel?!" Izzy is standing at a stall door. 


"What's going on?" | ask, though it's pretty goddamn obvious. Slash is in here fucking shooting smack. | look 
inside and see him with the fucking needle in his arm. For a second my heart skips a beat. My mouth starts to 
water for just a taste of what | know he has. 


"Nikki, he's fucking on the shit again," Izzy says snapping me from my dope craving. | blink and get lost again in 
the craving at my core begging for just a taste of that shit. "Nikki?" Izzy looks at me. 


| quickly turn around and close my eyes and take a deep breath. Somebody make the thoughts go away. | 


breathe some more. "I can't look at it Iz," | shake my head. 


Izzy lunges into the stall and | hear the tussle for the needle begin 

"Fucking get off me man!" Slash is shouting. 

| notice the door open and a man in a suit takes a few steps in. 

"Fucking give it to me Slash or l'm just gonna take it!" Izzy yells. 

| smirk and nod at the guy at the door. His eyebrows raise in fear and he quickly turns and get the fuck out 
of dodge. Can you blame him? He thinks he's the next guy getting gang banged in the bathroom by somebody 
as strange looking as me. He probably thinks I'm a fag anyway because of the makeup and shit. 

"Fucking fuck you Izzy!!!" 

At that point | turn to look and see Izzy crushing the syringe under his boot heel. To Slash it may as well have 
been his fucking kid or something. He jumps up with blood spilling down his forearm and grabs Izzy and shoves 
him into the stall wall. He storms past him to leave. 

"Ah ah." | shake my head and block his path. 

"Get the fuck out of my way Sixx!" He stomps his foot like some kid. "I want to fucking leave!" 

"You want to leave?" | ask with a smirk forming. "Sure. | wanna go too, let's get the fuck out of here." Throw 
an arm around his shoulder and Izzy looks at me like lm turning fucking into a frog or something. | give him a 
wink. "You know who has the best fucking thing for what you need right now?" 

"No!" he snaps, "I'm not going to that fucking old Asian guy. 

"The fuck you're not!" Izzy snaps as he straightens his clothes. 

"Yeah man, it's not like we're giving you a choice this time bro," | say and tighten my grip on him. | start 
dragging him for the door as Izzy shoves him from behind. Through the fucking lobby pretty much the same 


way as he screams and curses shit these motherfuckers have probably never heard before. We get him in 


Izzy's car and | hold him down in the back seat while Izzy drives at very unsafe speeds to fucking Chinatown, 


What's happening to me 
What happened To Me 


Slash's POV 


"NIKKI! GET THE FUCK OFF MEI!" | scream and wrangle beneath him. I'm no fucking match for Sixx. He's b'l" and 


outweighs me. Plus lm strung out and malnourished. 


‘Oh yeah so you can just escape when we have to stop at fucking lights..think not bro," he chuckles at me. It is 
really pissing me off right now the fucking way he always laughs at a person when they're down. 


| wanted to punch him in his smirking face. 


"Slash this is for your own good," | hear Izzy saying to me. Since he got sober and married with a kid and shit 
his voice has become even softer. It was annoying as fuck to me right now because l'm pissed and he's fucking 


calm. 
"What the fuck can some half dead Asian guy fucking do l'm not fucking bleeding here." 
Nikki raises an eyebrow at me, "Yet" 


"Slash there's a lot of shit you don't know about Yakinamundo and what he's done for me and Sixx," lzzy 


explains. 
"Yeah! How to be fucking hypocrites!" 
"No, man. He's gonna fix you. | swear." Nikki explains again but all | can come up with is a snort. 


This shit is fucking crazy. 

Those two lunatics drag me to Chinatown to that fucking old Asian for what? 

More of that Karma shit? 

| was fucking hammered the last time | got there and almost believed that fucker. 

Going on about Karma, soul mates and shit. But there was no way in hell that any of that crap was real. Fuck | 
heard the shit he was saying and Izzy didn't even listen Izzy fought and fought the idea now he's just all gung 
ho for the shit. 


Granted, that dude saved Izzy's life but what is he going to do with me? 

Rub my fucking belly and suddenly my life is all fucking rainbows and unicorns? Yeah, sure. 

There isn't anything to fix anyway. I'm fine. Peachy. 

Everything would be fucking perfect if those fuckers hadn't interrupted me earlier. | was doing just fine 
without their help. 


| look up at Nikki who is just holding me down with a big smile plastered to his face. "What the fuck do you 
keep smiling at?! It get you off to have me pinned under you in Izzy's backseat?!" 


"Oh baby," he smirks and dry humps a little on top of me. He laughs his goddamn Nikki laugh. Always so fucking 
amused and laughing when shit was fucking serious! Right now | really fucking hated him and I'd know him 


longer than any of my band mates except Steven 


We stop right in front of that creepy grocery store in Chinatown and Nikki drags me out of the car, pushing 
me inside. | feel like a rag doll. 


"We're here to see Yakinamundo." Nikki says to the young dude behind the counter. 


He doesn't wait for any response and shoves me right towards the back door. Yeah, | think | remember this. 
"Yes... yes.. Yakinamundo is already waiting for you Nikki-san" That dude says and | wonder why the fuck he 
knows Nikki's name. 

Is he coming here on regular basis or what? 

Nikki kicks the door and pushes me inside as it opens. 

"Let fucking go of me, Sixx." | try to complain. | feel like a fucking prisoner here. Not like | stand any fucking 
kind of chance at getting away from Sixx or Izzy. 

"Ahhh... you finally bring friend Nikki-san. Was waiting for him already." The old Asian dude in front of us says. 


Finally,"Izzy huffs as he lights a cigarette and watches me with a keen eye. 


"Yeah, it was hell getting the little fuck down here so this shit better work for him," Nikki says as he leans 
into the wall looking at me like Izzy is. 


“There's nothing wrong with mel" | snap. 
"Yeah, no, shooting up in the Beverly Hills Hotel is a perfectly natural act Slash," Izzy exhales a plume of smoke. 
"Yeah bro, you spend waaaay too much time in bathrooms," Nikki nods. A smirk crosses his face again 


"Fuck you both! | can't believe the worlds worst two junkies are doing this hypocritical bullshit to melllFuck Izzy, 
you got me started on the shit!" 


Izzy looks down shamefully and doesn't say a word. Nikki steps up to me, towering over me. He stoops slightly 
into my face, "Reformed junkies my dear boy.’ 


"Reformed my ass! In remission maybe! | saw the way you fucking looked when you came in that bathroom! 


You wanted a hit so fucking bad you had to turn around!" 


Nikki grabs me by the shirt and he's not fucking smiling now. 
"Nikki-San," Yakinamundo says softly and touches Nikki lightly on the arm. 


Nikki shivers slightly and lets me go. Then l'm eye to eye with this old geriatric Asian who is giving me a 
smile,but not a Nikki kind of smile. He slowly raises his hands and places them on my head. | want to jerk away 
but the moment he touches me something happens. It's like | start to see shit in my head. Images | don't 
understand. Things | don't have a clue about. | see myself in a gutter. | see myself on a floor turning blue. 
What the fuck is this shit? | see happy fucking moments from my childhood that | thought | had forgotten. | 
see me kissing a woman and feeling my heart swelling with love as | imagine doing it. | see two little boys 
holding hands and crossing a street with me. Then the old fucker takes his hands off me. | sink to my knees, 
dazed by all this shit in my head | don't understand. 


"What the fuck was that?" | gasp. 


"That was your life bro," Nikki sighs and glances over at Izzy who is just staring at his cigarette smoldering 


between his fingers. 

Yakinamundo hands me a glass with some sort of brown liquid that smells like ass. "Drink," he offers me. 
"Fuck you, I'm not drinking that shit," | shake my head and start to get up. Nikki grabs me and pins my arms 
behind my back. Then | see Izzy snuff out his cigarette and slowly get up. He walks over to Yakinamundo and 
takes the glass from him with a really weird sort of compassionate smile. 

Izzy turns to me, “Slash, you're drinking this, one way or the other. You can take it and drink it like a big boy 
or you can fucking do this the hard way. Thats where Nikki holds you down, | pry your fucking mouth open 
and we pray you don't drown." 

| must admit, his calmness at this is really freaking me the fuck out right now. Then I hear Nikki in my ear. 
"It tastes like dirt and smells like shit but it'll take you higher than you've ever been" 

"Yeah?" | ask. 

"Oh yeah, trust me, love the shit, come down here all the time for it.” 


"FINE!" | shout, "let me go and give it here." 


Nikki releases me and | reach for the glass. | turn it up and chug it and hope the high comes fast. But before | 
can sit the glass down on the table I'm feeling sleepy. Shit is spinning. 


"You sleep now," Yakinamundo smiles at me and my knees give out again. | guess Nikki or Izzy catch me 


because | never hit the floor. Then I'm just asleep. 

When my eyes open again I'm in the back seat of Izzy's car. Nikki and Izzy sit in the front arguing about some 
shit about candles and sundown and rings. What the hell? Did Nikki fucking knock me out at the hotel? | thought 
we were..Then something grabs a hold of my guts and twists them. My head gets overloaded and my runs so 
fast it feels as if it may implode. A whimper escapes my lips. Nikki looks over his shoulder at me. | expect one 
of his fucking smirks at the downtrodden but he doesn't give me one. 

"Its all happening so fast, | know," he nods. "He's awake Izz" 

"Is he going to get sick or anything? | never had to drink the shit” 

"He'll be fine," Nikki sighs, "physically anyway." 


| can't help the tears that collect in my eyes or the sniffles. Why the fuck am | crying? "What the fuck is 


wrong with me?" | sob to Nikki begging him for answers. 
He looks at me sympathetically, "Slash.the best way | know to explain it to you is..you just got your soul back." 


What the fuck does that even mean? That doesn't tell me shit. 


"Good thing is, you won't crave dope so much now..the more time that passes by, the more you wont want it," 


he adds. 


"And," Izzy smiles at me in the rear view mirror, "There's someone waiting for you to find them and we know 
who it is," he slightly teases me. 
| sob loudly and | can't for the life of me explain to you why. 


"But we can't tell you," Nikki says, "gotta figure the shit out for yourself, but don't worry itll be great 


someday. 


Well someday wasn't fucking today and I'm crying and confused and these two fuckers aren't telling me shit to 
help explain what is happening to me. 


What Kind Of People Are These? 


What Kind Of People Are These? 
Ashley's POV 


I've never been thrown out of a hotel. 


lve never been thrown out of anywhere to be exact. 


But | think this is going to change now because l'm in the middle of some kind of gang fight. | bet they all have 
weapons. Part of me screams that | should jump up and run. Danger was likely imminent. These guys do not 
seem like very rational guys. Except maybe the quiet one in the back with the hat. The rest, not the type of 
people who knew how to calmly talk out their problems. I'm certain a problem will arise. 


Then as my fear had suggested, it happened, a problem arose. 


These strange guys at the table suddenly start yelling at each other. Namely the Evil Twin and the curly 
haired guy next to me. | don't understand anything they're saying. 
You know, it's totally strange. Of course | understand every single word, but | have no clue what exactly they 


are talking about. It's like everything is in code words. Of course the meeting comes to an abrupt halt. 


| clutch my purse while remaining very still between the arguing men and look at Mrs. Johnson. She gives me a 
shrug. | guess she doesn't know what is going on here either. Oh how | wish | was literally not in the middle of 


this. 
Who on earth are these people? 


| take in the twins carefully. They are almost wearing more makeup than I've ever seen on a woman. Is this 
some kind of fetish? | mean, | heard some men like to dress up as women sometimes, but | never met 
someone like this. | didn't expect to see them in public. And not in a Beverly Hills Hotel for sure. Is there not 
some sort of dress code here? Their clothes are leather or tattered denim pants. Their shirts are either in 
shreds or have vulgar saying across them. The quiet one in the back with the hat is the only one that isn't all 
tattered, but he still doesn't look like he belongs in Beverly hills. | wonder if they all bleach and dye their hair, 
what are the chances of 3 black haired men? The Blonde bleaches his because | can see his roots. Only the 


curly haired one appears to be natural. 


How is this bunch of tattered transvestite musicians going to help us raising money for African children? Who 


would even want to see those people on a stage? 
And above all: Why did they choose me to help with this project? Surely they had much wilder things they 
could be doing with their time. Perhaps this was a punishment for them for some horrible act they had 


committed. 


| flinch as the guy next to me jumps up and storms out of the room. | guess he's out on helping the African 


children. 


He seemed hurt by whatever the evil twin had accused him of. Why are they bullying him like that? Despite 
the smell of a whole liquor cabinet, he seemed to be pretty nice. He didn't say one word to provoke them. He 
was just minding his own business. 


| wonder what his eyes look like. 


But of course this isn't any of my business. The evil twin finally circles his hand in the air to encourage Mrs. 
Johnson to carry on. 


Mrs. Johnson goes on with a list of events the musicians could participate to. Dinners, cocktail parties and even 


some school events. 


Is she serious about this? To let these guys off in the Beverly Hills community? Even send them to schools? 
They would probably use this as an opportunity to sell drugs to the kids. 


This is going to be a disaster. Those African children were going to starve to death. 
Suddenly the quiet guy with the hat jumps up and runs out of the meeting room, followed by the evil twin 


What the hell is wrong with those people? They don't even excuse themselves. Guess they decided not to 
waste their time with African children either. Mrs. Johnson waits a few moments as the other two men 
remain in the room. | can only assume she's waiting to see if any of these men will return. The curly haired 
one did say he needed to use the rest room. 


However, they don't show up again. 


The lanky happy twin smiles. "Go ahead, we'll take notes for them.’ 


Mrs. Johnson explains some details of the fundraiser. Like our goal and how the money will be put to use in 


Africa. 

| don't think the two other guys even listen. Despite the fact that they said they were taking notes. Neither 
had pen or paper. They just sit slumped down, legs spread, arms folded across their chests with the most 
bored expressions on their faces. Every so often the blonde checks the door as if he expects the men to 
return 


"Your friend said you could do a concert?" Mrs. Johnson asks the blond guy that introduced himself as Duff. 


He shrugs, "I guess. Need to ask our singer about this but | think he might be with us on this." Though he 


doesn't sound so sure when he says it. 


"Yeah sure." The other twin snorts. "As if Axl Rose is going to collect donation for African children" 


"Why the hell not, Tommy? You don't fucking know him. Axl loves children" Duff huffs and | automatically 
flinch. 
Oh god, please don't let them fight too. 


"However," Mrs. Johnson interrupts. "Miss Benson is helping you with the details and the date. You can work it 
out among yourselves and contact her once it has been settled." 


Uhhh... I'm what? 


"Maybe you can hand over phone number and information from your management." She adds. Do | even get to 
speak at this meeting? 


How am | supposed to organize a rock concert? | know absolutely nothing of rock music, except the classics like 
Elvis, Neil Diamond, and Air Supply. 
Why me? 


"I am sorry Mrs. Johnson, but | have no experience in things like that. I've never even been to a rock concert 


before." | argue in the most polite of ways. 


That Duff guy gives me a strange look. Something between amusement and pity. "I'll set you up with VIP 
tickets to our next show. You come and see for yourself how we are going to get the money." Then he gives 
me this wink. Probably the same wink he gave to all the girls. 


My heart flutters. | have so many reservations. A rock concert is not something a well brought up young lady 
attends. If anyone knew | would be immediately shunned. Then my parent's dream of me finding a well brought 
up man of old money to marry. At the same time, what choice do | have here? They wanted me to get into 
the Ladies League. Maybe | can get out of all this by telling them. Surely they don't want me involved in such 
things. 


So the meeting ended with the tall blonde asking me to follow him to his car. | was terrified he might mug or 
rape me, maybe kidnap me. | hope that fact that its broad daylight will save me. | follow the sounds of all the 
chains on him clinking. He leads me out to a black Corvette. Now this belonged in Beverly Hills. What was a guy 
like him doing driving a car like this? 


He reaches into his car and pulls out a ticket that was front row. Then he hands me a laminated card on a 
necklace. “This will get you all access to any place in the joint," he nods, "look forward to seeing you there 
honey." 

| look to the items he gave me and politely nod like a lady. "Thank you." 


"Sure," he smiles and gets into his car. 


VIP and Hookers 


VIP and hookers 
Ashley's POV 


| have never been to a rock concert. 
The concerts | attend to are mostly classic. Or there have been special occasions like my friend Diana's sweet 


sixteen party, when her parents surprised her with a private concert of "The cars". 


| think this might be the wildest party I've ever been to. Nothing is ever going to beat this. 
Not the concert of those sleazy punks from the fundraiser, for sure. | mean, how are these guys even going 
to play their instruments? 


Four of them were clearly drunk when | met them in the Beverly hills Hotel. In the middle of the day! 
Only god knows what other substances they had taken. Judging from the way they were riding that guy who 
had the black curls there was definately something afoot. 


But here | am. Ready to do my duty. Collecting money for African children. Children | will never in my lifetime 
meet. | can't even be for certain that they exist. 

Oh, let's cut the crap. I'm just doing this to get into the Ladies League. And this is really turning into hard 
work for god's sake. How in the world did | get stuck monitoring rock stars? It would take five of me to every 


one of them, so 25 of me, just to keep five rockers in line and organized. 


| stand in front of the back entrance of some rundown Hollywood club. Not a place for a lady. 

The alley is filthy and dark. It smells of urine and other odd foul smells. 

Now, that's exactly what | expected. Right? 

| try to straighten my black mini dress and think about getting in before | get mugged. 

Even though | put on my most plain dress, | might be overdressed wearing Prada around Hollywood. 


Jesus, | hope | won't get mugged and end up naked! 


Clutching my purse with my left arm, | knock on the heavy iron door. It doesn't even make a sound and | can 
feel the bass vibrating. They probably won't hear me. 
| bang on the door with my fist, not stopping until the door opens and a blonde guy sticks his head out. Smoke 


boils out the door all around him. 


"Yeah?" He huffs. 
God, couldn't this be any more unfriendly? 


"I'm Ashley Benson. I'm invited by the band?" | say and notice the last sentence sounded more like a question 
Get your act together Ash, you sound insecure. Ladies are never insecure about themselves. 


"Pass?" The guy grunts and | almost believe he's not capable of forming proper sentences. 


| fondle the laminated pass that's around my neck. It says: ‘Guns 'n' Roses - VIP. 
Holding back an unladylike snort, | show it to the guy and he opens the door for me. 
For this band anyone could be very important. Mostly the barkeeper | guess. 


Following the loud rock music, | make my way towards the stage. It's so loud in here, | can barely stand it. 
First thing | notice when | reach the VIP-area, which is overcrowded by girls that look like prostitutes, is the 
singer. 

He's a well-toned guy with long red hair, wearing a leather jacket and extremely tight pants. He has a rice 


smile and a deep voice as he speaks. But when he sings it's so high pitched 


Jesus, I've never seen anyone wearing pants like that. It's totally inappropriate. | can see the outline of his penis. 
He runs over the stage like a lunatic, screaming into the microphone. 

So that's what's going to get us the money for Africa? Who in hell would even want to listen to this guy? How 
did these people get involved in this project? 


| notice the guy with the hat right beside that blonde guy. 
But then | hear the guitar of the curly haired guy before | even see him. 
He jumps off some kind of loudspeaker, shredding on his guitar. He lands hard and never misses a beat. 


| swear, my heart stops for a second. I've never seen anything like that. 


His eyes are hidden by his hair, on top of it a black top hat and a cigarette is dangling from his full lips. 
He is shirtless and his legs spread so wide that it must be uncomfortable to stand. His curls bob as his head 
nods to the music. 


But I've never seen anything sexier than this. 


God, keep it together Ash. You behave like a sixteen year old. This is not the kind of guy | need to be finding 
attractive. But | just can't help myself. 


| do my best to look away from him and notice another blonde guy on the drums. 
Where are twins? Aren't they playing in the same band? lim immediately interrupted by the twins | was just 
wondering about. They stand behind me watching the show. Evil twin has his arm draped around some redhead. 


They are kissing passionately and seeming oblivious to anything but one another. 


"Hi," a friendly female voice says taking a place next to me. She holds a toddler in her arms who just wants to 


be put down so he can explore. "You must be Miss Benson from the charity?" Her smile is so warm. 
"Yes," | say having no clue how she knows that. 
‘lm Izzy's wife," she informs me, "MJ." 


"Which one is Izzy again?" | ask looking to the stage. 


"The black haired one in the hat next to the tall blonde," she motions with her head. That was the quiet and 
most normal guy who had been sitting in the back of the meeting at the hotel smoking the cigarette. She had 
certainly made the correct choice of the bunch. 


"This your kid?" | ask. | can't believe someone would bring a child to something like this. 


"Yes, this is our Daughter, Jenna Nicole Isbell," she smiles proudly at her. It's evident now knowing that the 


quiet guy in the hat was the baby's father. She looked a lot like him. 
Evil twin pulls away from this girl, whom he had been crudely kissing. "But we call her Nizzy Bell. She's named 
after her Dad and me her awesome godfather. And technically she belongs to me, | just let Izz and MJ take 


care of her." 


They all chuckle in delight and their joke escapes me. Why would he say she belonged to him? Did he give them 
his kid? What kind of people are these people? But | leave it alone and don't even ask. | just change the subject 


quickly. 

"Um..why aren't you two out there?" | ask the twins and motion to the stage. 
"We are in a different band," Super tall, skinny, happy twin informs me. 

"Yeah, we're in Crue," Evil Twin adds. 


l'm confused. They row crew and sing rock music? | just leave it alone and don't say anything. These people are 


strange. 
"Wanna come to one of our shows?" Tall, skinny, happy twin asks. Am | ever going to learn their names? 


"Yeah sure, I'll get you passes," Evil twin says as he just stares lovingly into his red headed companions eyes. 


They seemed to be quite in love. 

"Are you guys married also?" | politely smile at them interrupting their moment. 

Nikki sighs as he lazily throws his arm around her shoulders, "No not yet," he says flatly. 
"That's because Nikki doesn't know how to ask," his redheaded girlfriend rolls her eyes. 


Just then the red headed singer comes up panting and sweating. Evil twin's girlfriend hands him a bottle of 
water. "Thanks sis," he says as he starts to down it. 


Sis? 


| still hear music on the stage and someone singing. | turn to see MJ's husband, what weird name was his 
again? Izzy was it? 


"Wave at daddy," The redheaded singer takes the baby's wrist and makes her wave at the stage. It draws out 
the first smile | have seen this Izzy guy give so far. He looks genuinely happy. 


"For fuck sake Sixx, could you and my sister manage to keep the making out in private?" The singer almost 


grows disapprovingly. Well, apparently she was his sister. 
"Fuck off Axl,” Evil twin.um Nikki..or is it Sixx says and continues to devour his sister. 
"Come on guys, not in front of Nizzy Bell," MJ says to the singer and whatever evil twins name is. 


Dear lord how am | ever going to do this? 


Sober 


Slash's POV 


After that weird Chinatown incident, things began getting really strange for me. 
I'm not even sure if | imagined the whole thing or if it really happened, but something was seriously wrong 


with me. Everything seemed off. Even the people around me. 


First it was just these weird scenes that kept playing in my head all the time. Like fragments of my life or 
shit. Things | haven't even felt or seen yet. 
| really couldn't make anything out of it. Maybe it wasn't even my life at all. Maybe it was just interpreted 


through a dream to be me. 


After that there came these weird emotions. | go from joyful to sheer misery at the drop of a hat. 
I'm sure as shit that | must have been in full withdrawal. There's just no other explanation why in fucking hell | 
began sobbing like a three year old out of nowhere. | had to be suffering the symptoms. | haven't had a fix 


since before Chinatown. | was sure | just needed a fix. 


| felt surprisingly good though. With the exception of this emotional trip I'm on. | should be sick as a dog and 
shaking, but somehow, I'm not. I'm not even craving it. How weird is that? If anything about that Chinatown 
incident was real, then that fucking disgusting drink seemed to serve its purpose. | was on a full ass trip. 


But that shit wasn't what | signed up for. | didn't ask to be sober or to be reduced to the emotional capacity 
of a fucking three year old. 


Anyway, | played the first fucking show in years without being totally hammered or high as a kite. Not that 
my dad, Izzy, was going to take his eye off me long enough for that. But when | get out on that stage and see 
those people cheering for me through sober eyes | feel high. The kind of high | got from being on stage, 
something that leaves you when you're a jurkie. I'm fully aware of my surroundings; it's completely different 
from what I've felt all these past years. 

Every fucking thing felt so real, | almost started crying on the fucking stage tonight. What a pussy | would 
have looked like in front of all those people. 


So, as soon as we finished playing the encore, | get away as soon as possible. l'm not going to make a fucking 
fool out of myself, crying on fucking stage. No fucking way! 

Trying to get my shit together | run directly into Nikki. 

The second | see his fucking Nikki Sixx grin, | know he's not letting me off easily. Its bad enough with Izzy 
breathing down my neck; | didn't need Nikki's snide ass too. 


"Good show, bro. Epic performance. Very moving." Nikki says, dramatically raising a hand to his chest. "It really 


touched me, you know?" Is this bastard mocking me? 


"Fuck off, Nikki." | snarl and push at him to make my way backstage. 
All | want is a bottle of Jack right now. 
But Nikki's firm grip on my arm holds me back. No sense in fighting the fucker, Nikki always wins. 


"You should just accept all of it. Its the easiest way, man He says seriously. "All these emotions can be 


pretty overwhelming. | know that, bro." He actually, for once in his rotten life seems sincere. 


Why in hell does Nikki even care? He's not tour manager anymore. Why the fuck is he even here? Didn't he 
have his own band to dictate over? Is he suddenly our fucking band counselor or something? 

Can't he just shut up and leave me the fuck alone? I'm in no mood to entertain him tonight. I'm pissed at him 
anyway. 


He put this shit on me in the first place. Him and Izzy both. 


"Whatever, man" | shrug him off and turn to the next chick that stands in my way. 
| don't even bother to look at her. l'm still looking at Nikki. "I've my own kind of therapy.’ 


This just brings a very awkward grin to Sixx's face. He's amused, but by what? Luckily he just leaves me with 


a smile and goes to seek out Izzy. 


Grabbing the chick's arm, | drag her with me on my search for a decent bottle of whiskey. | feel her struggle 
slightly, but she lets me drag her along anyway. | haven't even looked at her; she could be fat and ugly. That 
would explain the look on Nikki's face. But | could give a fuck at the moment. | have bigger fish to fry. 

| just have to get hammered. And laid. Right in that order. 


"Excuse me.." A soft voice, which comes along with fierce struggle, snaps me out of my thoughts. 


| stop and turn to look at the chick 

Holy fuck. | think | got a lucky grip on the right one. She is hot as hell. Awful fashion sense, but rocking body. 
She seems a little stuck up though. 

Something about her seems pretty familiar. 


"Could you please let go of me?" She demands and pulls her arm back from me. 

| let her arm go and she directly straightens her outfit. 

Why in hell is she dressed like that? And who in hell is she? | know her somehow but | can't place her. Where 
would | ever meet a chick like this? She wasn't a stripper for sure. And I'm assuming certainly not a groupie. 
"You one of our lawyers or something?" | eye her suspiciously. She had to be from Geffen dressed like that. 


"Uhh... no... |... uhh.. why?" She stutters and | think it's kinda sweet how nervous she seems. 


"Because you look like a lawyer," | reply and pat myself down in search of my Marlboro's. "You know, the deadly 


boring look." 


"No, I'm not a lawyer," she protests seeming slightly offended. 
"Have we met?" | ask as | stick a cigarette between my lips and light it. 
"Briefly," she nods. 


"I thought you looked familiar," | drag from my cigarette. But | still have no clue when or where | had met her. 


"Uh..where did we meet again?" | exhale. 
"In Beverly Hills," she shoos my smoke away. 


Beverly Hills? Why in god's name would | be caught dead in Beverly Hills? Then Izzy's voice rings clear as a bell 
in my head, ‘Really Slash? In the fucking Beverly Hills Hotel? Oh yeah, | was down there for some fund raiser. 
This was the chick who had been sitting next to me. 

She probably thinks l'm as insane as Axl by the way | stormed out of that place yelling. | wonder if she caught 
the grand exit of Sixx and Izzy shoving me out of the ritzy hotel? 


"Oh right," my head drops and for some reason | feel really fucking ashamed of myself. What is my problem? 
Why do | give a fuck what this stuck up bitch thinks? "Yeah, sorry about that.| was having a bad day." Boy 


was that putting it mildly. Wanna have a drink with me?" | ask her. This is my version of apologies. 


‘Im sorry, I've got to be going. But I'll be in touch about the fund raiser," she says as | watch her rush off. 


Mingling 
Ashley's POV 


When | was a kid, | loved Sundays. 
Every Sunday my father took me out to the Polo field to watch the horses. 


| could dress up and even wear a hat. Ladies always wore hats to the Polo games and | felt very mature. 


White sunshades, champagne and linen covered tables made this a very special thing. 

Everyone there was either a gentleman or a lady. As a little girl | knew that was what | was supposed to do. 
Dressing nicely, sipping cocktails and making small talk. 

Seemed like a great idea at that time. | was raised to join this society one day. 


Today, the Sunday Polo games just feel like a commitment to me. 

The same people, the same stupid conversations and the same purpose: Finding a rich husband! 
The only thing that changes around here are the stupid hats on the ladies heads. 

| can't help thinking that this is how | imagine hell. 


Still, this is my territory. This is where | belong. 

And bringing a worn out junkie rockstar out to the games, even if it's just for charity reasons, is something 
that makes my stomach turn. 

What did Mrs. Johnson think, bringing someone like him to an event like this? 

God, | just hope this doesn't ruin my reputation I'm only doing this charity thing to get into the ladies league 


and it would be really ironic if this would kill my chances. 


| stand near the entrance, waiting for Slash, making small talk with Mrs. Reynolds. 

| play Tennis with her son Trevor some times. He's an ass. 

My mom thinks he'd be a perfect match and | should encourage him more but | just can't see myself with 
him. There's nothing there. Trevor is arrogant, rude and he smells like a god damn perfumery. 


Call me a romantic, but | want to marry someone | love. Or someone | can smell at least. 


Mrs. Reynolds walks off, greeting some other women of the ladies league and | can't help feeling a bit relieved. 
She's a snob. Just like her son 

I'm waiting for Slash anyway and I'm really glad if | could catch him right at the entrance. 

Not that | wouldn't be able to find him in the crowd. I'm sure the guy will stick out. 


Before | can hang on to that thought, | see him entering. 

God, that guy is so different from all people | know, | can't help adoring him a little. 

He must have a hell of a confidence to walk up to a bunch of people, dressed like this. 

| watch his leather clothed frame as he walks towards me. Sunglasses covering his eyes, a cigarette dangling 
from his lips and that worn off guitar case in his hand. 


He wouldn't stand out more if he'd be wearing a clown's costume. 


The corner of his mouth rises into a sloppy grin as he stops in front of me, putting his guitar case down 
"Wow... didn't know this thing was a Mary Poppins theme thing." He snickers, eyeing my outfit suspiciously. 


| immediately feel insecure. 
This is a very strange thing for me. | never feel self-conscious. Ladies always make sure they wear the 
appropriate thing so they don't need to worry about it. | already knew how to choose the right outfit in 


kindergarten. 


"Uhm... | don't think there's anything wrong with this." | say and fumble my blouse's bow, which is perfectly 
resting on my chest. 


Choosing for a white blouse and a navy blue skirt seemed like a very good idea this morning. 


"Girl, you got a rockin body. | just don't get why in hell you'd dress like my grandma" He says with a sigh. 


I'm not sure if this is meant as an insult or as a compliment. 


"Uhm... thanks. | guess." | say, watching him closely. 
This guy is so weird, | just can't place him. 


He just flips his cigarette to the ground without even looking and I'm suddenly glad that this event is held 
outside. 

Then he does something that totally catches me off guard: He gives me a bright smile! 

I's warm and welcoming and | find myself wishing | could see it reaching his eyes. 


I'm pretty sure he has beautiful eyes. 


"Now, what am | supposed to do here?" He says, looking at our surroundings. "I don't think these people are 


really interested in watching me playing guitar." 


| have to shake my head to focus on his question 
"I have no idea what Mrs. Johnson thought when she planned this, but | guess you're here to mingle.’ 


"Mingle?" He asks with a snort and | can't help a smile at his attitude. This guy just gives away everything. No 
intention of holding back. 


| sometimes wish | could stop pretending all the time, just to make a good impression on everyone. 


| give him a shrug. 


"Maybe talk about the charity project with people?" 


"Lady, you noticed that | don't really fit into this, didn't you?" He snorts again. "People would think I'm going to 
pinch stuff from them." 


| just look at him with a slightly open mouth because | know he's right about this. "Perhaps we should just 
watch the game then?" | suggest. 


He shrugs and motions to a spot for us to sit. He grabs his guitar and we make our way up into the stands. 
Slash flops down with a sigh and people turn and stare at him. He just gives them a head nod and ignores their 
disapproving eyes. He's probably pretty used to this sort of thing. 

"So what's thus shit called again? Croquet is it?" He asks me. 

| smile, "Croquet is actually played without horses. This is Polo." 

"Ah," he shyly smiles, "Sorry they sent me, Duff's the sports fan 

"Well if you can keep a secret, I'm not much on sports either," | confess. 


"And you don't know shit about music," he smirks. "What exactly are you into?" 


No-one had ever asked me that before and | wasn't exactly sure of the answer. | guess | didn't derive much 


pleasure from anything in my life at the present. 


"So do you want to sit here for hours with all these people talking about you and who the weird dude beside 


you is? Or you wanna get out of here?" He asks me. 
"And go where?" | ask him. 


"I haven't been to a skate park in ages. | feel the urge to skate. Izzy and | used to skate all the time. He gave it 


up when he got married" 
"Rollerblading?" | ask. 


"Skateboarding," he shakes his head. "You get to see me bust my ass and you can laugh. You'll love it," he 


smiles at me. 


| shrug, “Okay, | guess so." 


Fuck Society 


Slash's POV 


Holy fucking shit! 
Will Rogers Polo Club? Seriously? 


| thought | was asked to join some kind of party, play a little and have a drink or two. Um. don't see any 
drinks. 

Sure, | was aware that this would be some stuck up country club thing but: Fucking Polo? 

What's the damn point in this sport anyway? It has to be a rich people thing. 


After ten minutes I'm fucking ready to get out of here. | swear to god watching corn grow or paint dry would 
be more interesting. 

That Ashley chick looks like she could really use some fun, too. So | decide on taking her out to Santa Monica. | 
bet she's never even been there once in her life.This is obviously the kind of shit she has done her whole life. 


| can't really get her. She seems to be fucking rich. 

Why in hell is she stuck up like that? She could afford to have all kinds of fun. 

But she seems totally numb. | haven't even seen her smile once. | guess you just have different types of rich 
people. You have the stuck up boring ones like her, then you have the awesome ones like me. She probably 
thinks | have way less money than | actually do. 


Out of some strange reason that | don't really understand, I'm making it my purpose to show her what real 


fun is. 

So | grab her hand and almost drag her out of that weird place. 

In the parking lot | hand that parking dude my ticket and as we wait for my car, | notice her watching me 
strangely. | get that | don't fit into her little definition of normal here, but Jesus what is it with the fucking 
staring? 

"You okay?" | say, lightning a smoke. 

She shrugs awkwardly, "l'm not sure if it's a good thing to leave. People could be talking..." 

"And?" | ask her, exhaling. She scrunches her nose and shoos the smoke away. 

| noticed her doing that before and | can't help thinking how adorable she looks when she does that. "You really 
give a fuck about what people think of you, don't you?" 


She sighs, "In this society you either have a name or you're not part of it" 


| can't help a snort. Fuck society. 
These fuckers just care about money and fucking credit cards. 


Even | could be accepted if I'd show around what's on my bank account. 
"You shouldn't care so much" | say with a smile as my car arrives. "These kind of people are fucking boring 


anyway." 


She gives me a strange look as she first eyes my Corvette and | can't help a snicker. It's fucking fun catching 
her off guard. Bet she expected a fucking Pinto. 
"This is your car?" She asks while | try to fit my guitar case behind the seats. 


"Yeah." | say, pounding on the case to get it into the car. "Its fucking fun but way too small." 


She keeps looking at me, raising one of her perfectly shapes eyebrows. 
| had no idea." 


Yeah, | just bet she didn't. We get into the car and | can't help a grin again. 
‘Stereotype me by my looks and you're probably right, honey. But never underestimate a rocker's wealth. Guns 
sold a shitload of records." 


Ashley's POV 


We make our way down Sunset blvd. towards Santa Monica and there's an awkward silence between Slash and |. 
I'm a little embarrassed because | thought he was some broke musician, but apparently he must be really 


wealthy. | have no clue how much a "shitload of records" generates in revenue, but apparently it can afford a 


50,000 dollar sports car. 


What embarrasses me most is that | was stereotyping him the way my parents would. 
My mom wouldn't even let him sit on the couch, in case he'd be bringing vermin. 

And my father would get his gun to get him off his property as soon as possible. 

Let's not sugarcoat this: I'm not better than anyone else here in Beverly Hills. 

Judging people like that is quite normal here. 


‘lm sorry about earlier. | apparently really know nothing about you." | admit. 


He smiles, "Don't sweat it. I'm pretty used to people judging me. | got it a lot in school because of being half 
black and all. Something | never fucking cared about" 


He's half black? Well that explains why his skin is so tan and his hair so curly. | can't help admiring his 
confidence in himself. In everything. 
He's so different from every other man | ever met. 


All these guys from the country club with their khaki pants and polo shirts have nothing on him. 


We drive past Santa Monica pier and | remember asking my dad to come here when | was a little girl. I've seen 


it once from the backseat of the limousine, on our way back home. 
| wanted to discover all these flashing lights, ride a merry-go-round and have cotton candy at least once in 
my life. 


But of course we never came here. 
"I always wanted to go to the pier when | was a kid" | mumble as | keep watching the pier longingly. 
"You've never been here before?" Slash asks with a smile. "Wanna go later and have some popcorn?" 


Is he serious? 


This must be the first time in my life that someone really shows an interest in what I'd like to do. 


| smile widely. "I'd like that." 


"Watch it. I'm planning on making you smile like that for the rest of the day." He says as he pulls into the 
parking lot of some skateboarding outdoor park. 


Slash gets out and | hesitate for a second, waiting for him to walk around the car and open my door. But he 
dives behind the driving seat, digging through a bag. 
| don't think he's going to help me out of the car any time soon 


This is stupid anyway. Who needs to be helped out of a car anyway? l'm a grown up woman for god's sake. 


So | get out and immediately feel a little more confident. Its totally ridiculous but | feel like this is the 


beginning of something important. | feel empowered. 


Slash removes his sunglasses and pulls off his leather jacket. 

His shirt is sleeveless and | can see tattoos on his arms. 

Amanda Parker, from prep squad had a tattoo in high school. She had this little heart with the name of her 
boyfriend on her shoulder. It was beautiful. 

The relationship didn't last long, though. 


| keep watching Slash, as he pulls his curly hair back into a fluffy ponytail and puts on a baseball cap on top. 
He gives me another smile with those full beautiful lips and | swallow the knot in my throat because for the 
first time, | can see his eyes sparkling in amusement. 


God, he has beautiful eyes. Just like | thought he'd have. They are so big and brown 


| have to cover up a little." He snaps me out of my thoughts, placing the sunglasses back on his face. 
"Otherwise | get noticed and we might need to bolt." 


"Noticed?" | ask him as | watch him pill a skateboard from his car. 
"Yeah, fans," he nods and starts to walk off. 


| quickly catch up with him. "You have that many fans?" 


| can hear him lightly chuckle. "You must not have come out from the backstage area at the show. You never 


looked at the audience did you?" 


| guess | hadn't. We go into this skate park thing that looks like an empty swimming pool with railing to 
stairways, but | see no stairs. There were a few kids skating around on these boards. You must have needed 


really good balance for this stuff. 

| watch as Slash places the board at the edge of the empty pool. He turns and smiles at me over his shoulder, 
"Now should | break my neck be sure to tell the paramedics l'm a rock star. If they don't know they'd let me 
die looking like | do." 

"Is this that dangerous?" | quickly ask. 

But Slash doesn't answer. He just gives me a half grin and pushes his weight forward and swoops down into the 
pool. He comes up on the other side with one hand holding the board to his feet and his other on the concrete. 
He swoops back down again and comes back up in front of me. He hops onto the concrete with the board in his 
hand. My heart pounds because that is the most amazing thing | have ever seen He smirks at me confidently. 


"Can | try? | quickly ask. 


Slash quickly loses his smile and his eyebrows crease, "Are you crazy? You'll break your neck." 


Cheap Non-Date 


Cheap Non-Date 


Ashley's POV 


This is the best day of my life. | swear. 

I've never had so much fun. 

If this was a date, it would be the cheapest date ever. 

But | wouldn't care. 

A shame this isn't a date, right? 

Not that I'm interested. | mean.. hell, what would people think? 

God, my dad would get a heart attack if he saw me with some guy in earrings, tattoos, nose ring, long hair, 


and in a band. 


No, its what it is: Just two people having fun. Nothing more. 
But it's still the best ‘non-date' ever. 


Slash wouldn't let me try to skate because apparently it was quite dangerous. 
l'm a little disappointed first but he promises to teach me a few things. 


So we end up on the beach promenade towards Santa Monica Pier. The warm ocean hair destroys my hair. 


| slip off my designer heels and get on the SKATEBOARD, my nails digging into Slash's shoulder as | try to 
steady myself on the board. This really is much harder than it looks like. 


People are looking at me strangely and | feel a little embarrassed. 


Its the first time in my life that | don't FIT in right. | must look like a total nutcase on that skateboard, bare 
foot and wearing a silk designer outfit. Everyone around me is wearing jeans, beachwear or shorts. l'm 


supposed to blend in like | always do. 
But I'm so out of place like Slash was on that Polo field. 


At one point | almost fall off and Slash grabs me around my waist. My breath hitches at such close contact 
and | panic. "We should GO BACK" | say and jump off the skateboard, 


"I thought you wanted popcorn?” Slash says, dragging on this cigarette. 


He really smokes a lot. 
| shake my head, "No. It's okay. We should go back" 


This is weird for me. l'm suddenly aware that this isn't anywhere near my territory and | feel like a joke. 
Slash removes his SUNGLASSES, grabs my shoulders and looks at me. 


God, there are those eyes again. | can't help a shiver as he stares at me like that. 
"You okay? What's wrong?" He asks. 

| shrug. "Nothing. l'm just.. This... l'm not DRESSED right. People are staring at me." 
The corner of his mouth curls up into a grin 

Damn, now he thinks I'm a total drama queen 


"Maybe they're staring at me because l'm a famous rockstar?" He says, wiggling his eyebrows. 


| can't help laughing. 
"| must have missed all those fans asking for your autograph, while | was skating.” 


He looks puzzled for a second. 

"You're making fun of me?" He asks seriously. 

Shit, this wasn't supposed to come out like that. | didn't know he'd be offended. 

‘lm sorry.. l." | stutter and think about an apology. 

But suddenly he laughs out loud. 

"Don't take it that serious. | was fucking with you. Besides, you should stop giving a fuck about what other 
people think" 

| know he's right but where | come from, your name and reputation is all that matters. Without it you're no 
one. 

"How do you do it?" | ask. 

"What?" 

"Not giving a ‘fuck'?" 

"Did you just say ‘fuck'?" He snickers. "I think I'm corrupting you already." 


"How do you do it?" | press again 


He shrugs, "I dunno, guess you could start by staying. No one is going to leave here and remember you. Come 


on, stay here, with me. One look at me next to you will definately have them saying you don't give a fuck" 
| look around at the people. So what if | was in a Chanel dress. "Okay," | nod. 
"Yeah?" he asks looking at me seeming surprised. 


"Sure," | smile. 


"Cool," he says giving me a smirk, "So what do you want to do first?" He pushes his weight off the railing. 
| look up into the sky. "That," | point at the Ferris Wheel. | had always wanted to ride one. 
"Ferris Wheel?" He says looking up at it, "Sure, I'm down for that" 


So we go wait in line for our tickets. Some boy rushes up to Slash with a magic marker and a picture of Slash. 


"Dude will you please sign my picture?!" The kid excitedly jumps. 

"Yeah, sure," he says softly and autographs it. The kid makes short conversation and leaves. 
We are then loaded into a bench and strapped in. | jump as the ride takes off. 

"Its cool," Slash assures me. 


Eventually we get higher and higher and | feel my adrenaline pumping as we make the crest. The view was 


beautiful up here. "This is the most amazing thing ever!" 


"Glad you like it," Slash says softly to me. When | turn to look he is smiling. "See, | told you | was going to make 
you smile like that all day." 


What Just Happened? 


What Just Happened? 


Ashley's POV 


So whatever this ‘Crew-Concert' is, I'm attending. | mean, I'm going to have to organize a charity concert and 
other rock star appearances for Slash and his friends. So | really should get into this whole rock-thing, right? 
It's for the poor African children, right? 

Besides, Slash is going to take me. That's something | just can't reject. We had had such a pleasant day 
together. 


| learn that ‘Crew’ actually means ‘Motley Crie' and that this is the creepy twin's band. So that's what happy 
twin meant when he tried to explain it to me. 
Did | really think they were a rowing crew? God, how stupid is that? They are nowhere near as buff as the 


guys | know who row crew, especially not happy twin | really must learn their names. 


When we get there, the concert has already begun. Slash takes my hand and drags me inside, while the guy at 
the door just holds the door for us without even asking for a ticket or something. | guess Slash must be well 
known around here. Its by far louder than Slash's band and they even had one less person. | almost need 
earplugs. They also have a ton of fire in their shows. | can feel the immense heat every time a blast goes off 


like the mushroom cloud of the atomic bomb. 


We almost run into a chubby guy, who seems to be some kind of manager or something. He apparently knows 
Slash too and hand him two laminated VIP passes. 

| wonder if this is a rock star thing or if everyone could get a pass like that so easily. But | guess it's always 
about who you are and who you know. 

This world isn't so different from mine after all. 


Slash walks up to me and places the pass around my neck. | silently gush from his close proximity. 
"You want a beer?" He asks sliding his own pass around his neck. 


| blink. "I.Uhm... is there anything else?" 


He shakes his head. "Nope. It's either beer or soda" He says and waits for me to tell him what | want. But 
honestly, | have no idea. The places | usually go to don't serve beer. 


Usually we drink champagne, wine or cocktails. 


Suddenly this seems very snobbish to me. | don't want to be like that. | want to fit in. 
"Beer it is, then" | say and almost giggle at the thought of my father's face, if he'd see me drinking beer. Beer 


was for trashy people in his eyes. 


Slash disappears and a few minutes later he comes back with two plastic cups. 
Plastic cups? Really? | don't think | have ever drank from one of theses. But this is what normal people do, 
right? 


"Come on. Show's already started" He says, dragging me inside the venue. 


There are so many people in there, | flinch for a second when | hear them screaming. 
What are they screaming for? | try to see the stage but can't for the sea of heads. 


When we make our way to a separate area in the front, | try to figure out who the guys on stage are. 


The first guy | notice is an extremely handsome guy with a huge mop of blonde hair. 
| swear, if he wasn't topless, I'd think he's a girl. He is so damn beautiful. 
He must be the singer of the band because he's standing in the middle of the stage, screaming into the 


microphone. 


Then | see evil twin. What was his name again? Nikki? 
He sticks out on stage like a giant. A giant transvestite in high heels. 
These guys are nuts. 


"That's Vince - the singer." Slash interrupts my thoughts, pointing to the guys on stage. "The guy on bass is 
Nikki. You already got to know him, right? That lunatic on drums is Tommy and the old creepy guy on guitar is 
Mick." 


My gaze flies over the audience in front of this VIP section and | notice a tall woman with red hair waving at 
us. | think it was the redheaded woman, this Nikki guy made out with at the other concert. Guns n Roses 


singer's sister | guess. 


"There's Amy. She's Axl's sister and Nikki's girlfriend" Slash confirms my assumption 


We make our way through the crowded area towards Amy, when | notice someone familiar. 


| stop and turn to Slash. "Is that Heather Locklear?" 


He chuckles. "Don't ask me how in hell that ever happened, but she's married to Tommy. The drummer. You 


know her?" 


| shrug. "Kind of." 


To be honest, | don't really know her. 


I've seen her sometimes at the Trump's house. But that's it. | remember being introduced to her once at a 


party. 


So how on god's earth does a woman like her end up with a rocker for a husband? Better yet, why was that 
tolerated in the Beverly Hills community? 


But | guess there were different rules for actresses though. 


| remind myself of good manners and walk over to make small talk. That's what people expect from you where 


| come from. 


"Heather?" | say in a quiet break between songs, while that Nikki guy is talking to the crowd. 


"Yeah?" She looks confused for a second. 


"Do we know each other somehow?" 


‘lm Ashley." | say. 
God, this is awkward. "Ashley Benson? We met at the Trumps a couple of times.” 


She looks at me for a minute. | guess she's trying to put me somewhere. 


| feel like a crazy fan or something. Maybe | should've just ignored her. 


"Ah. Sure. You're Graham's little sister, right?" She says. 


"You know my brother?" 


"Yeah, we used to play ternis." She says with a friendly smile. 


| heard you're married to the drummer?" | ask. "| can't remember seeing him at any of the parties." 


Heather shrugs. "Family is not amused about it. But who fucking cares, right?" 
She looks at Slash, who's currently talking to that redhead. "So you and Slash, huh?" 


| almost flinch at her question. Does it really look like that? May people think we're dating or something? 


"Uhm... no. NO!" | reply. "This isn't.. Uhm... this is a business meeting. Sort of... 


She raises one of her perfect eyebrows and chuckles. "Be careful, honey. These kind of guys are pretty wild" 


‘Its not like that. We're working on a fundraiser together." | try again to explain myself and earn another 


chuckle from her. 


"Whatever, dear. Be warned" She says as her gaze goes back to the stage where that Nikki guy is still talking. 
"| guess there's something up. He's acting weird" She mumbles and | make my way back to Slash. 


"Heyl" He says, leaning closer to me. "There's something going down. Nikki's acting strange." 


"Heather just said the same thing." | reply and try to focus on the stage. 


But all | can think of is the closeness to Slash. | can feel his body heat beside me and | can smell his slightly 
sweaty but intoxicating scent. God Ash, keep it together! 


| force my eyes to look at Nikki like everyone else seemed to be. He looked down nervously twiddling with the 
microphone in his hand. He pulls it to his mouth and holds up his free hand. 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP MOTHER FUCKERS!" 
You wouldn't believe how quiet that stadium got. 


‘I've got something to say," he continues and slowly paces the stage. "Can we turn the house lights up..all the 


way up so | can see you mother fuckers." 
It suddenly becomes very bright. | can see Nikki biting his lip. 
"What the hell is he up to?" | can hear Slash ask but | have no clue who he's asking. 


"You fuckers have probably read that l'm dating Axl Rose's beautiful sister Amy. She's right there," he points 
at Amy. A spot light hits her and the crowd goes wild. Amy doesn't look very happy about this. 


"I can't believe he's doing this shit here," | can hear the soft spoken normal Izzy guy saying behind me. 
His wife in his arms gasps, "Nikki no, not here." 


I'm clueless until Nikki starts to talk again. "What you haven't read is that I've asked her to marry me about 


four times now and she keeps telling me no." 
The crowd starts booing Amy. She just looks down with a beet red face. She seems mad. 


| look back to Nikki. He bows down on his knees right in front of us. "So | thought I'd try again with all you guys 
here to hopefully change her mind. Amy Bailey..will you marry me?" 


Amy looks up at Nikki with a disgusted look on her face. She begins pushing her way through people and is 
leaving. Nikki's head drops. He quickly rises to his feet, slams the microphone to the stage floor and storms 


from the stage. 


The singer pick up the mic and settles down the crowd and says they needed a five minute break. They all 
disappear from the stage. 


"Come on," Slash tugs my arm, "This is too fucking good to miss." 


Nikki's Little Breakdown 


Nikki's POV 


What the fuck? This isn't going the way | planned this. 

| mean, | didn't actually plan this. It just appeared to be a great idea a few minutes ago though. 

Shit. Ie never seen Amy act that mad. She just turned on her heels and stomped away, leaving me on my 
knees in front of that fucking crowd. | must look like a total fucking loser. Good thing lim not that easily 
embarrassed. What the hell is her problem? 


Leaving the stage as fast as | can, | run backstage looking for her. | know she's waiting for me so she can go 
all medieval on me for asking her. Again. 
But honestly, I'm pretty pissed right now. I've asked her four times to marry me and she ditched me every 


single time. Why is she even with me if marrying me seems to be so out of question? 


"Amy!" | call out angrily, as | catch her on her way to the back entrance. 
She was going to leave? Well, that's new. 
"What in hell is your fucking problem?" 


She turns on her heels, her eyes shooting daggers at me. 
Hell, she is so fucking sexy when she's mad like that. 


"That's it, Nikki!" She yells, shoving her finger into my face as | get closer to her. "That was by far the most 
embarrassing proposal, ever! Trying to force me to agree just because you ask in front of hundreds of people? 


New low for even you, Nikki.” 


What is this shit all about now? | thought she wanted an extraordinary proposal. She rejected a couple of 
times because | didn't think about it enough. But | thought this one was pretty fucking good. 


Man, is there anyone in the world who does understand this woman? I'm running out of ideas here. 


"You wanted me to make this special, remember? I've asked four times by now, Amy. Four fucking times and 
all you can come up with is yelling at me for even daring." | yell at her, trying to keep it down. I'm so generally 
pissed right now, | don't even care that half of the band and a few other morons are watching us fight. "What 
the fuck do you want me to do? Do you even want to be with me? It's because of the shitload of issues | 
come with, right?" 


Her pretty face changes into a pained look and for the first time in our relationship l'm afraid l'm gonna loose 


her about this. 


"You still don't get it, do you?" She almost whispers. "It always has to be about you. I'm so fucking sick of it. 
Axl was right about you all along." 


This is like a fucking death blow. 

| grab her wrist as she tries getting away once more. 

"Leave your fucking brother out of this for fuck's sake." | huff. 

"Why not? He tried to tell me again and again but | just wouldn't listen. Everything is always about Nikki Nikki 
Nikki. Why do you even want to get married? | mean.we haven't even been dating a year.l..'m not ready to get 
married and neither are you," she shakes her head at me. 

‘lm not ready?!" | shout. "I'm fucking 30 years old Amy! How much more ready should | fucking be? | could 
have gotten married at any time in the last I5 fucking years! | love you! | want to marry you! | thought that 


was what you wanted tool" 


Just then | feel an arm on me pulling me away from Amy. It's Izzy. "Not here," he says in a low warning tone, 


"if she wants to go.just let her." 

| jerk away from him and push him. 

"Nikki, dude come on," Slash sighs, “finish your show man" 

"You stay the fuck out of my shit!" | point my finger at him and snarl. 

"Like you stay out of my shit?!" He snaps at me. 

"Slash," Izzy shakes his head at him. 

"Nah let this little motherfucker talk!" | shout at them. 

Slash's eyes go wide, "Little?! Fuck you Nikkil" He starts to come for me and Izzy steps in between us. 


"Why the fuck are you guys even fighting?! Fuck come on, the show's not even over. The rest of the band is 
out ther waiting for youl” He shouts at me. "And Slash..go the fuck home and cool of fl" 


"Yeah! Take little Miss fucking Beverly Hills and get the fuck out of here!" 


"Nikki," MJ says to me giving me a disappointed look. | can see Nizzy Bell in her arms looking at me with intense 
eyes like she understands what's going on. | sigh and my eyes fall to the ground. "Slash, man I'm sorry.." He 
shakes his head at me and spins around. He grabs that charity chicks hand and starts to lead her away. | look 
and Amy is gone. | feel tears stinging my eyes. MJ hands Nizzy Bell to Izzy. She wraps her arms around me 
and | just break down. 


Slash's Little Breakdown 


Ashley's POV 


Slash drags me outside, not letting go of my hand as | try to keep step with him in my five hundred dollar 
high heels. 
Hell, if I'd known that things would be getting that athletic today, I'd have chosen other shoes this morning. 


"Wait... Would you please slow down?" | call out, stumbling on the loose gravel in the parking lot, trying to pull 


my hand out of his firm grip. Slash doesn't even seem to notice. 


Slash doesn't stop until he reaches his car. 
He seems pretty upset. | have no idea what exactly just happened inside and why Slash is so mad about it. 


| mean, the only one who should be upset would be that Nikki guy. 
To be turned down on a proposal isn't something you'd get over easily, | guess. 


Its his own fault though. He didn't even bring a ring. | would've turned on my heels too. 


Slash releases my hand and motions to the passenger's door. 
"Get in. I'll drive you home." He says with a slight growl. 
God, couldn't he be any ruder? | have half a mind to not even get into his stupid car. 


| get into the car, opening and closing the door myself because Slash has already climbed into the driver's 
seat. 


This might be something I'd better get used to while l'm around those rockers. They don't have any manners 


at all. 


Slash starts the car and steps on the gas. Tires are squeaking, gavel is flying and a cloud of dust is covering 
the parking lot as we speed away. 
| instinctively grab the handle. We are going way too fast for my taste. 


| look at Slash beside me. His beautiful lips are pressed into an angry thin line. 
This is slowly freaking me out. 
"Don't you think you're going a little too fast?" | ask nervously. 


Nothing. No sign of acknowledgment whatsoever. 
He just keeps staring at the dark street in front of us, the car getting faster and faster. 


Is he ignoring me? 


"Slash!" | call out much louder so that he'd stop ignoring me. "Could you please slow down? You're scaring me." 


Still, nothing. 
Not single word. his gaze is still glued on the street. 
At least he's watching where we are going, right? 


We are on our way out of Hollywood, when something appears out of nowhere and hits the headlights. 

The tires squeak loudly as Slash hits the brakes and | try to hold on to that handle as strong as | can. The car 
goes into a spin 

| still scream loudly as we stop after several rotations. 


He's got to be kidding me. This is a total nightmare and not what I've signed up to. 
These rockers may have a dead wish but this is as far as | go for that charity shit. There's no way l'm going 
to risk my life for those African children, 


Slash is still pressed into the driver's seat, his hands clutching the steering wheel. 


He sighs. "Fuck! That was close." He seems barely affected by the fact that we almost died. 


Being the well-bred girl | am, | usually don't get verbally abusive. This is different though. That moron almost 
killed us. 


"Close? !Are you out of your mind?!" | cry out. 


| open the door with shaking hands and step out of the car, trying to steady myself on wobbling legs. 


“Ashley wait!" | hear Slash saying as he steps out of the car too. "I'm sorry Ashley. | was just mad," he says 
coming after me. He catches up quickly and stand in front of me to stop my pursuit. "Come on, I'll slow down 
ok..don't fucking walk. This is a shitty neighborhood, | know, | used to live here. Just get back in the car and l'll 
drive you home. I'll go 45 the whole way, huh?" 


"You're insane," | shake my head at him. 
He just smirks, "lm not the one walking around in Prada in fucking West Hollywood at II:30 at night" 


He does make a valid point, but at this point my chances of survival seem better taking my chances with 


criminals and degenerate junkies. "What the hell is wrong with you? Why are you even mad?" | ask. 
Slash sighs and looks down. "If you get back in the car I'll tell you, ok?" 


| sigh in defeat and slowly make my way back to the car. This time he surprises me by opening my door for 
me to get in. | do and he closes it. He slides in, gives me a glance and takes off like a normal person. 


"Will you tell me why you're so mad now?" 


Another sigh as | ask. "Well, | guess its a good think it's a long way to your house.." He sighs some more. "That 
day we met, at the hotel..well until that day | was using a lot and drinking more. Nikki's been sober less than a 
year, Izzy almost two.they drug me down to Chinatown where this old Asian guy lives. Sixx knows him 


somehow. | had to take Izzy there the first time | met the guy. Izzy got stabbed and we couldn't take him to a 
hospital because we would have gotten arrested. So this guy stitches Izzy up. While Izzy was passed out the 
guy gave him a shot. He said it was an antibiotic but | watched him make it from like all these powders and 
roots and shit. It looked like smack almost. When Izzy came to he was..different..not like a lot, but something 
was different. But Izzy's not the kind of guy to tell you what's on his mind or how he feels. So while he's 
stitching Izzy he keeps telling him how this was bad Karma and that he had to get his shit right or bad things 
would keep happening to him. Izzy shrugged it off but | could tell the words had an impact on him. So Nikki sent 
Izzy to the fucking desert in New Mexico until he could have some people find the guy who stabbed him. When 
it was ok for Izzy to come back he showed up with MJ. It's like from that moment on it was all about her. 
There were three crazy days in Vegas..Nikki was still high as ever back then He toyed with Izzy, shot him full 
of shit.he did all he could to drive Izzy insane. He almost raped MJ. I'm not so sure he wouldn't have if Izzy 
hadn't stopped him. One of those nights Izzy overdoses. Nikki saved his life.from the moment Izzy came to 
something weird started going on with Sixx. It's like saving Izzy's life bonded them or something. | don't 
know..But then a year later Nikki overdoses and dies for like four minutes. | was there, | watched them cover 
him up with a sheet. He was fucking dead. We're calling everyone and telling them he's dead..Then the 
motherfucker lives, they revived him on the way to the hospital. After that Nikki changed. He went to that old 
Asian who did something to him, afterwards Nikki completely changed. He stopped being such an asshole all the 
time. He got straight. Amy comes into the picture, he sets his sights on her, and somehow manages to not 
have Axl kill him for it. So now they've taken me to that guy. He gave me something to drink.and since | 
did..well.now | can feel myself changing and shit. It feels funny and I'm a little emotional..but I've spent a lot of 
time around Izzy who is the master of not showing any. I'm doing my best to be like him, but | really just 
want to punch him and Nikki every fucking time | see them. They drug me to that old guy against my fucking 
will.so tonight when Nikki told me to stay out of his business | just lost my cool.” 


| nod as Slash finally stops talking. None of it made any sense. But if it got it off his chest and he slowed 
down.whatever. Slash pulls the car over on the side of the road. He turns and looks at me. | can't tell what's 
on his mind because | can't see his eyes. Then | see a tear roll out from under those curls. 

"Slash?" | ask. 

He covers his face and sobs softly into his hands. 

"Hey, Slash..what is it?" | ask rubbing his back. His arms fly around me as his face buries into my neck. 

What in gods name is wrong with this guy? How do | calm him down? But before | can answer myself | feel his 
hand on the back of my neck. He moves his lips over mine. | can feel his breath on them. | swallow hard. Is he 


going to kiss me? Is it wrong that | want him to? 


"Ashley," he softly whispers my name. And then the softest set of lips imaginable is kissing me tenderly. 


Slash is Feeling Down 


Slash's POV 


Man, | feel like such a douche. 

Crying in Ashley's arms like a fucking pussy. 

| have no clue where this is coming from. Must be that fucking drink that old Asian guy gave me. This shit is 
making me emotional as fuck. | just feel like crying. Something is changing inside me and | don't understand what 


it is. If having "my soul" back is like this | want to get rid of it again 


This is all Nikki's fault. 

Why in hell couldn't he just mind his own business? | mean, he didn't give a flying fuck about anyone else in the 
past. Since he got clean, he's constantly talking about that karma shit. Like he's the fucking Dalai Lama or 
something. At least Izzy kept the bullshit to himself. | wanted to strangle Nikki at the moment. 


He was fucking crazy when he was on dope, but I'm starting to think that he might be worse without it. Who 
the fuck asks a chick to marry him without a fucking ring. If | were Amy | would have said no too. Why the 


hell does he want to get married so bad? It's not like she's knocked up. 


So here | am. 
One moment l'm fucking sobbing into Ashley's ugly ass blouse, which probably is worth more than all the shit | 


have in my closet, next I'm all over her. 


But, fuck..! 
That mouth of hers? Holy fucking mother of god, | swear | haven't tasted anything like that in my whole life. | 
just couldn't stop until she shoved me away. But for a long moment she seemed into it. 


This shit is pretty confusing. 
"W.wait.." she stammers as she catches her breath. 
‘I'm sorry," | say, but l'm fucking not. 


| take off again in the direction she lives. We ride in silence. Every once in a while | lick my lips just to taste 


hers. Wow, | don't think I've ever done any shit like this before. 


| can't help that smirk on my face as we drive up to North Beverly Park. 
Of course she lives here. That's where all the big money lives. 


We stop in front of a huge iron gate, | roll down the window. 


"Just press that button on the speaker, please." She says without any emotion. 
This is awkward. | can't stop thinking about that kiss. She seems to be over it. 


"Yes?" A dark voice appears a second after | pressed that damn button. | almost jumped. 


Ashley bends over to get closer to the speaker. | can't help noticing how fucking good her hair smells. | want to 
run my fingers through it again. 
It's me, Reggie. Open up please." 


"Miss Ashley?" The guy goes on while the gate is slowly opening. "Thank god. Lady Margaret was worried when 
you didn't show up for dinner." 


Ashley rolls her eyes, adjusting herself back in her seat. 
"Here we go again. Maybe its better you'd take off. | can walk up to the house." She tells me. 


What is this all about? 
Why is that guy on the speaker acting like she's a thirteen year old? 


"l'm gonna drop you off at the door, safe and sound" | say and drive up that endless driveway. 


Seriously, Slash!" She says and lightly touches my arm. Within a second there are Goosebumps all over me. 
What in hell is happening to me? 

"You should just drop me off and get away as soon as possible. My dad is probably pretty upset already.” She 
seems fidgety. 


"What? Because you stayed out for dinner? How old are you? Ten?" | chuckle. | pull out a cigarette and light it. 


| don't get a reply to that because as soon as we pull up to that huge ass mansion, there are people storming 
out of the door. 

For a second l'm a little stunned. This fucking place is huge. And | mean this is as huge-as-a-palace kind of 
way. 

| guess Nikki's creepy goth-like mansion might fit into the guesthouse of this one. And he has the biggest 


fucking place I've ever seen 


Ashley turns to me when | stop the car. 
"Thanks for today, Slash. | haven't had fun like this in a long time. Even with all the drama," she weakly 


smiles. 


| can't stop looking at her soft lips as she speaks. | want to kiss her again so badly, this is freaking me out a 
bit. | don't usually go for straight laced rich chicks like this. However it's like the moment | tasted her, she's all 
| can seem to think of. | hadn't thought about her prior to that. Why is that? Fuck it, I'm kissing her again. | 
think she wants me to. She's hesitating like she does. 

But the second | raise my hand to her face, the passenger's door is ripped open. 


"I need to go. Please just take off” She says and gets out of the car. 
| don't want her to go. Not yet. | need that fucking kiss first.. 


So | jump out of the car, trying to follow her. 
"Ashley!" | call after her. "Wait up. Am | gonna see you again?" Did | really just ask that? | sound like such a 
fucking nerd. 


She turns around and there's a smile on her face that doesn't reach her eyes. 
Its almost like she switched into someone else. 


"We are working together, silly! Of course we're going to see each other again" 


"Who in hell are you?" A gray haired dude in an expensive suit asks, sizing me up with a disgusted look on his 


face. 


Ahhh... bet this is the dad! 
Good thing I'm pretty used to be treated like that. 


"Oh yeah hi, l'm Slash," | extend my hand out to him. 


He just looks at it like it will give him cooties to touch it. "What kind of name is Slash. Who are you? What are 
you doing with my daughter?" 


"I just gave her a ride home from the concert. We're working together on this charity thing," | explain 


"Ashley," he turns to her looking mad, "what on earth are you thinking to consort with the likes of this. Is 
he..black?" 


Rage boils through me and fucking spreads. Did that racist piece of shit really just ask that? And the way he 
said it.like it was the worst thing in the fucking world. | just huff and take a few steps back. Yeah, | get it. | 
turn and silently leave. | can hear Ashley and her dad yelling at one another as | get back into my car and 


fucking leave. | needed a fucking hit. 


| drive back down to Hollywood. Before | know it I'm drunk in some Strip club getting a private dance while the 
stripper hands me a loaded rig. | quickly send her away and whip off my belt. | tighten it around my arm. | take 
aim at my vein but my hand just starts shaking. A voice inside of me screams not to do it. But | fucking want 


it. | try and try but | can't seem to bring myself to fucking do it. What the fuck is wrong with me. 


| growl in frustration and chunk the syringe into the wall. Fuck me! | need to know what the fuck is wrong with 


me! | storm out of there and drive. Somebody's gonna give me fucking answers. | don't care how late it is. 


| pull into a driveway and get out of my car. | rush to the door and start pounding. "Izzy, open up! It's me, 
Slash!" 


Your worst enemy 
Slash's POV 
| keep pounding on Izzy's door furiously. That fucker is going to give me some fucking answers, like now! 


‘Izzy, goddammit! Open that fucking door or I'm gonna break it” | yell at the closed door, not caring if | wake up 
the whole goddamn straight laced neighborhood he lives in 


Suddenly the door is ripped open and Izzy is glaring at me. 

"Slash? What the fucking hell?" He sighs, rubbing his face. 

Was that fucker sleeping? It's not even midnight! 

"| need answers, man" | tell him and make my way inside by just shoving that fucker out of the way. 


| hear Izzy sighing again and closing the door as | walk straight into the living room, popping onto the couch. 


"Damn, Slash. You can't just show up here screaming like a fucking banshee in the middle of the night. I've a 


fucking kid now!" He says, looking down on me with a frustrated expression 


Is he fucking serious? 


He used to wake me up in the middle of the night for fucking smokes. What the hell is his problem? 


"So, you're gonna tell me why in fucking hell | can't get a fucking hit anymore." | tell him, pulling a smoke to my 
lips. 


"God dammit, Slash." Izzy says and grabs my shirt, pulls me off the couch and drags me outside. "No smoking 


in the fucking house, man. MJ's gonna loose it." 


| huff and light my smoke. This shit gets weirder by the minute. 
Don't get me wrong, | love Mu. But Izzy playing house? Not him at alll 


He sighs again and sits down, flipping a cigarette to his lips. 
Did he use to sigh that much in the past? | wonder if its me or if he's just pissed off by this family life he 
got himself into. 


"So, you're on smack again? You just kicked it, man" He says with that pitiful expression that makes my blood 


boil. 
I'm still so fucking pissed off by that racist jerk. Not a good idea to lecture me now. 


"Did you even hear what | said? | tried to get a hit but | just can't. Any idea why in hell my hands start 


shaking as soon as | touch that fucking syringe?" 
Izzy drags on his cigarette and exhales, "You should just stay off the shit, dude." 
| snort, "You fucking kidding me? You're starting to sound like Axl." 


"Maybe he was right all along?" He chuckles, and then his voice becomes serious. "You're fucking clean. What 


made you want to shoot up again?" 
"Doesn't matter. Answer my fucking question" 


Again Izzy fucking sighs. "I can't man..Yakinamundo never made me drink anything.Nikki did.you should really ask 
him. | think what you're going through is closer to what he went through," he calmly explains. 


"Why the fuck didn't you have to drink that shit? Why did you get to keep shooting up and | can't even fucking 
do it?!" 


Izzy shrugs, "Yakinarmundo told Nikki his ass had to come down off it's pedistool and live in the real world again. 


He told me | was my own enemy..so | don't know man. Fucking figure the shit out like we had to." 


"Why the fuck did you two assholes drag me to that fucker? | was just fine now my head is all fucked up. | 
just want a fucking hit. You have to get me off since | can't." 


"No fucking way," he huffs and tosses his cigarette butt. 
"Its your fault | can't do it myself” 


He folds his arms across his chest and stares me down with his best poker face. "If you put a fucking needle 
in my hand l'm gonna smash it just like | did in Beverly Hills.” 


"What the fuck happened to you dude? When did you get so fucking uptight and lame?" 


"When responsibility came knocking at my door. One day it'll happen to you and maybe then you'll understand 
why | don't get fucked up and run around being stabbed anymore.until then.| think it's best if you leave." 


Father Knows Best? 


Father Knows Best? 


Ashley's POV 


"You did WHAT?" Asks the concerned voice of my older brother Graham. 


| went to a rock concert with a guitar player." | giggle into the phone, imagining my brother turning white as a 


sheet. 

"What do you mean? Like a date?" Graham huffs. 

"No. Not like a date. | mean.. | don't know. | got stuck supervising him and his friends on this charity event. But 
it was the best non-date ever. Slash even took me to the pier. You know how much | always wanted to go 


there." | explain and can't help but smile when | think of it. 


"Wait! You're dating Slash? That guy from Guns ‘n’ Roses?" He suddenly asks in surprise. He knew how Slash 


was? 


"| said it wasn't a date. It was kind of a business meeting. But he did kiss me. I'm kind of surprised you've ever 


heard of him" 


"| live in San Francisco, Ash. Not on mars. And wait a minute! You kissed him?! You kissed Slash from Guns N 


Rosesélll Does dad know about this? Holy shit! He's gonna flip, Ashley! You know that dad is...” 

"Yeah, | know. He already met him last night" | sigh. 

"Dammit, sis. What were you thinking? You know how dad is. The guy is black for god's sake, you know dad will 
never never approve of that. That's just outright unacceptable." he almost whispers as if he's afraid someone 
will hear. 

"So? You're suddenly into that white pride crap, dad is preaching all the time?" | ask in an unconcerned huff. 
"No... you know I'm not..but this is seriously going to break his heart." He explains. 

"And you being gay isn't?" | smirk. 


"Shhh... | swear I'm gonna spank your litte spoiled ass when | come home," he slightly laughs. "Besides, he 


doesn't know and he will never know as long as my little sister keeps her big mouth shut" 


"Anyway..So it's a good thing this wasn't a real date then" 
"| don't believe you, sis. You kissed the guy. Damn | bet he can really kiss too." 


"Wouldn't you like to know," | tease him. "Yes, he is an amazing kisser..look | should probably go. Dad is probably 
looking forward to more yelling at me before breakfast, after all | did bring some long haired black man onto 


his property last night." | frown 


"Just take my advice: Don't go there! Him being half black aside, you're not made for these kind of guys. Just 


stick with your kind," he calmly tried to warn me. 
"Would you take that advice from me?" | huff. 
He laughs, "Probably not. That Slash guy's hot. Oh the dirty things | could do to him...” 


| can't help a chuckle. 


"Love you, Graham." 
‘Love you sis." And the phone went dead. 


| look up and suddenly the four walls that surround me seem a whole lot smaller. It felt like the air was being 
choked out of me. | know impending doom await me downstairs. My father should just shave his head and be 
the skinhead that rests in his soul. He was so bad that even our house maids and other staff all have to be 
white. He would never send us to a school other than all white. It's like he was stuck in the 50's or something. 
And as long as | lived under his roof..well actually with access to his money, then | had to abide by his rules, 
no matter how wrong | felt they were. 

| get dressed and go downstairs for breakfast. There my father waits reading his morning paper over a cup of 
coffee. My mother sits quietly and stares out the window. Standing in the corner is a big guy in a suit with an 
ear piece. He looked like he was in the secret service or something. My guess is that my father has hired 


more security because of Slash making it to his front walkway. 


My father's eyes glance at me over his newspaper. He sighs and starts to fold it. "Ashley, this is Jacob, your 
new security guard," he dryly says and points to the secret service guy. 


"What?! You can't be serious..a security guard?!" | shout. 
"Young ladies do not yell," my mother softly says just before excusing herself from the table. 
| sigh, "Daddy this is ridiculous. I'm not five." 


"True, but yet you act as if you were five..going off to the pier with some strange black hippie." His very tone 
seems to shiver at the thought of seeing Slash with me last night. Good thing he didn't know | had kissed him. 


"Slash is a rock star, not some hippy," | try to explain. 
He just frowns, "Same difference." 


"Daddy what do you expect me to do? Mrs. Johnson has me working with him on the African Children project," 
| shrug. 


"Now how distasteful is that Ashley? A black man trying to save black children. | think it's time you found 


yourself a new charity sweetheart" He says laying his newspaper down and removing his glasses. 


"| can't." 


"Then you had better find some way to not have to work with that man. If he comes onto this property again 
it will be his last. You are not to consort with him. Am | clear?" He sternly points his finger at me, daring me 


to disobey. 


| know that all | can do is nod. l'm defeated. "Yes daddy." 


Epiphany 


Epiphany 
Slash's POV 


This is like the worst week ever! 

Since those fuckers dragged me to that fucking old Asian guy, my whole life is fucked up. 

| can't fucking sleep, think or focus. I'm fucking up songs on stage. Hell, | can't even get high all by myself. 
This shit sucks. And it's all that fucking Asian's fault. And fucking Izzy and Nikki. 


| don't want to live like this. 

| was fucking happy all by myself before Izzy and Nikki decided to ruin my life by kidnapping me and taking me 
to that damn guy. 

Why in hell couldn't they just mind their own fucking business? Why did they have to fuck with my fucking 
existence? Don't they have enough shit of their own to focus on? Izzy and his double life of the rock star and 
the family man, Nikki and Amy who don't want to marry him.why fuck with me? 

There are way worse fuckups than me. 

Take Axl for example: That dude is so fucking nuts, | don't even know where to begin with. But does anybody 
drag his ass down to Chinatown? No! 


Wouldn't he have made a great charity case? 
Damn, this would've been even good for the band, too. Just drag that fucker to that old Asian dude and let 
him drink this dirt shit. 


Poof.. he's all clear in the head and on time for the shows. 


This would've been helpful, you know? 
Not reducing me to a whining pussy that can't get anything done anymore. 


NotFuckingHelpful At All 


l'm not even able to reach that charity chick. Ashley! 
After trying to drive by her place and calling her like a god damn stalker, I'm running out of ideas. 
That Butler guy is sending me packing as soon as | hit that fucking bell. 


Its not that | like to return to that place to meet the Nazi-parents again, but | still have fucking charity work 
to do. 
Management is still on my ass because of that. And | really need Ashley's help to get into that fucking Beverly 


Hills community. 


So | do the one thing that is making me cringe at the moment. I'm going to ask Nikki for help. 
That fucker owes me anyway. 


And maybe I'll get some fucking answers, too. 


| can't help rolling my eyes as | drive up his endless driveway. 
This place is nuts. | can still remember fragments of the few days we hung out here with a shitload of dope 
and strippers. 


"Hey honey." Amy welcomes me with a wide smile before she gives me a firm hug. "How are you? Nikki 


mentioned you were in rehab or something.” 

Rehab? Really? Is that what we are calling it now? Rehab would have been a breeze. This shit SUCKS! 
"Do | look like l'm in rehab?" | shrug. 

"Well you know..the whole Chinatown thing, like Nikki." She explains. 

| sigh, “Is he here?" 


Amy looks down and loses her smile. "Yeah. He's still brooding and ignoring me, but he's on the patio with his 


acoustic writing a song. Please forgive me if | don't escort you out personally." 

"Naw, | get it, its cool. | know the way." | say as | walk past her and down the hallway to the back patio. 
Nikki sits there with a blank expression The guitar rests untouched in his lap. A bottle of Jack is in his hand. 
He's just looking out over the scenic view of hills, but it's like he's not even looking at it. | can surmise he is 
deep in thought. He finally sees me there. 

"Oh hey Slash," he says and it sounds so hollow. He says it merely out of reflex. 


| need to talk to you," | say. 


"Yeah, Izzy called me," he sighs and moves his hair out of his eyes, naturally it falls right back. "Sit down," he 


motions to a chair across from him. 


| do and look to him, waiting for him to say something. He swills from the bottle of Jack and passes it to me. | 
quickly polish it off. Nikki leans back and looks at me in silence a moment. 


"IFs like being rewired," he says softly as he looks at me. “Like all the shit in your head that is wired wrong is 
being fixed. It.takes away the junkie that controls your brain" He wastes no time in even listening to me ask 
the question 


"But | can't fucking sleep. I'm fucking up shows." 


"I know.it'll pass though. | was lucky | didn't have to play at the time and managed your tour instead. | was 
crying and shit all the time," he says with a small smirk. 


"Yeah, me too," | nod. 


"In the end Slash, you'll thank us. | know it doesn't seem that way now..but it will. | promise..not that my 


promises mean much to people," he sadly looks down a moment. He must have been thinking of Amy. 


‘Izzy didn't tell me shit, at least you have explained it. That fucker was just pissed | showed up to his perfect 
house in his perfect neighborhood after fucking dark." 


"No," Nikki shakes his head, "Izzy was different from you and me. | know you've heard me talk about Karma 
before..Well Izzy had bad Karma just the same as us. But his bad Karma was fucking up him hooking up with 
his soul mate. Yakinamundo knew he was about to meet MJ. If he hadn't fixed Izzy..he would have lost her and 
his soul would have to seek her out in his next life. There is just one for us. The moment one unique soul is 
created it is given a mate, like Adam and Eve. Well when one life ends the souls are scattered and we look for 


them until we find them. Amy is mine." 
"But how do you know?" | ask 
Nikki gives me his sideways smirk. "You already know Slash." 


"No | don't." 


His smirk broadens. "Yes you do. That feeling of being drawn to her. Thinking only of her. Not being able to 
bang other chicks because they aren't her. Kissing her and feeling like your ass has been lassoed to that 
person. Sometimes it's easy to deny it because you seem so different from that person. You think it will never 


work out. And when you're around her..all the crazy rewiring in your brain seems to slow down" 


lm shocked into Silence. There was someone who fit the bill. Ashley. Was she my soul mate? Was she the 
reason behind all this? 


| say nothing. 


‘lm not supposed to tell you who she is..but you've already met her..you just gotta go for it bro," he says 
with a shrug. 

"Ashley?" | say softly. 

Nikki just looks at me with that stupid smirk of his. "I love you Slash..but I'm not fucking up my own Karma 
and telling you. | have enough shit to iron out as it is without throwing myself curve balls." 

"Oh you mean your shitty marriage proposals?" | snort. 

Nikki looks down with wounded pride. "I just don't understand why she keeps telling me no. | don't know what it 
is lm not doing right" 

| smile, "Sixx..why don't you try buying her a ring? That would be where | started” 

Nikki sits up suddenly, "A ring?" He questions like its some foreign concept he had never thought about. "Why 
the fuck didn't | think of that?" 


And | can't tell you why something as simple as a ring had slipped his mind. Nor do | know what strange and 
cruel god would match up Amy Bailey to Nikki Sixx. | can't tell you why | felt better now. Or why | feel this 
deep sense of enlightment about my situation Nor can | explain the stupid smile that wouldn't leave my face. 


But what | did know, without a shadow of a doubt, | was in love. 


Guns Without The Roses 


Ashley's POV 


When | was a little girl | used to read fairy tales. In fairy tales you meet Prince Charming and he's everything 
you ever wanted. 

In fairy tales the bad guy is very easy to spot. The bad guy is always wearing a black cape so you always 
know who he is. 

Then you grow up and you realize that Prince Charming is not as easy to find as you thought. You realize the 
bad guy is not wearing a black cape and he's not easy to spot; 

Sometimes he's really funny, and he makes you laugh, and he has perfect hair. 


So, | wonder if Prince Charming can be also the complete opposite of what you thought he'd be. In reality he 
may be wearing black leather, is a sleazy rock star and has wild curly hair. 

| have no Idea why there's only Slash's picture forming in my head when | think about my Prince Charming, 
but | just can't stop thinking about him. 


After a few days without a word of him, | can't stop thinking my dad did really scare him off. 

| mean, not that | really thought he'd be that easy to put off, but there has to be a reason why he didn't call. 
Right? 

Maybe | got it all wrong? | bet he kisses a lot of women without even thinking about it. 

And here | am: going all crazy about it. 

| toss and turn at night because | just can't stop thinking about that kiss. 


A bang and some rustling from my window rips me out of my thoughts and makes me jump. 
What in hell is going on there? Oh god, there's someone breaking into the house! 

| pull my sheets closer to my chest and try to figure out the dark figure in my window. 
Maybe if | stay still and quiet, they'll just move on without bothering about me. 

| mean, if | choose to scream for help the might cut my throat or something. 

The dark figure crawls through the window and lands with a loud rumble on my bedroom floor. 
"Ugh... fuck!" | hear the guy curse. 

Wait a minute... | know that voice! 


| reach to the light on my nightstand and switch it on. 


"Slash?" | ask startled and skip a bit to the end of the bed to get a closer look at the black leathered guy on 
the floor. 


Slash is lying on his back, a bottle of Jack Daniel's in his right hand and holding his butt with his left. 


Even though he seems to be in pain, his smile widens when he sees me. 
Oh... Hi babe!" he slurs and | can smell the liquor in his breath. 
| frown, "Babe? What the hell..? Are you drunk?" 


Without leaving his eyes from mine he sits up and takes a sip from his bottle. 


"God, | wish.." he says. If this is a joke, | can't say it's very funny. 

He pats his jacket and pulls a pack of cigarettes from one of its pockets, flipping one to his beautiful lips. 
| jump out of bed before he can light it and rip it out of his mouth. 

"You can't smoke in here." | say with an annoyed sigh. "What are you even doing here Slash? How did you get in 
here?" 

He gives me another drunken smile and cringes for a second as he tries to get up. 

But he just plops down to the floor again. 

"The fucking dog bit me in the fucking ass." 

| can't believe what I'm hearing. 

We have four dogs guarding our property. How did he even get here without being ripped into pieces? 
When | see blood on his hand, | start panicking. 


"God, you're bleeding. Get onto the bed and pull down your pants so | can have a look at that!" | demand 
without even thinking. 


"Uhhh, ok," he slightly giggles and drops his pants without hesitation 
| glance down and see his firm butt cheeks, "Slash..you aren't wearing any underwear." 


"Yeah, | know..leather pants. That fucker sunk his teeth in and didn't want to let go..so | punched him, then he 
bit my fucking hand," he sighs. 


"You're lucky the other three didn't get you too," | say rushing from my bathroom with the first aid kit. 


"The other three just chased me, but that bastard, he's like the fucking ring leader man. Fucking German 
Shepard fucks. | see why Nikki must hate them." 


| wipe some cotton dabbed in alcohol across the wound. 
Slash hisses, "Fuck that burns..will you blow on it please?" 


Seriously? He wants me to blow on his bare ass? "Be a big boy," | say and continue cleaning him up. "What are 


you even doing here?" | ask. 


"llim here to see you. | needed to tell you something," he slurs and leans into my bed, just exposing his rear 


end even more. 

"What?" | thoughtlessly ask. 

"Well," he pauses, "see..you remember how | told you how Nikki and Izzy drug me down to Chinatown?" 
"Yes," | say as | hold a towel to him until the bleeding stops. 

"Well.see.! sort of left out the crazy part." 

"What crazy part?" 

"About how all of it was so | would like find my soul mate.So | could.| don't know, be whole or something," 
"And?" | ask not knowing where this was going. 

He looks at me over his shoulder, "And | think | get it now.” 


| don't respond because | don't get what he's talking about. Soul mates and karma? | didn't take Slash for some 


esoteric freak. 
"You're good now." | say and put the alcohol back into the first aid kit. 


Slash pulls his pants back up, not bothering about closing it. | can't help looking at his crotch like some lusty 


teenager. God, that guy has some nerves to show up here and expose his sexy ass right in front of me. 


His eyes find mine and his hands reach out to touch my shoulders. 


The intensity in his gaze makes me shiver. l'm on fire in an instant. 
"Did you hear what | said?" He asks. 


My throat is dry and | can't seem to swallow the knot that's sitting there. 
"Yeah. But | don't get it." | croak. 


‘Its you." He says with a slight smile right before his arms pull me close to him. 


His nose touches mine and my breathing stills. 


What does he mean by that? Does he think I'm his soul mate? 
My heart beats hard in my chest and | hold on to him while his hands travel up to cup my face, bending it 


slightly upwards so | can look at him. 


My knees almost give in when his soft lips touch mine, and | have to dig my fingers into his shoulders to hold 
on. 


Slash wraps his arms around me and even though | thought it's not possible, he pulls me even closer. 
When his nose starts to trail down to my neck, | stop thinking and my body centers itself on his touch. 


"You're driving me crazy." He lets out, his voice pained. "All | want to do is be around you. | can't stop thinking 
about you. | can't stop imagining myself inside of you, kissing you, touching every soft inch of this beautiful 


skin | just can't stop, and believe me, | tried." 


His lips begin skirting around my shoulder, moving back to the curve of my neck and every inch of me 


explodes in goose bumps. 
"Tell me I'm not alone in this" He mutters desperately. 


All| can do is shake my head slightly. I'm trembling by now. 
| open my mouth but | can't get the words out. 
A simple and uncomplicated moment like this. Just two people who liked each other and wanted more without 


the baggage of everything else to overshadow it. 
"You're not alone." | finally choke out the words and it's like | can breathe again. 


His mouth crashes against mine again. The kiss slow and cautious. His soft lips brush mine over and over again. 
He carefully pushes me on the bed, his hand cupping my face as he presses his body against me. He covers all 


of me, burning me with need as | desperately kiss him back 


| grip the back of his head, pulling him to me by his thick curls as my lips part and my tongue darts out to 
taste him. He welcomes me in, sliding his tongue between my lips. 


Oh my God, this feels beyond good. 


My hips rock up against him, already feeling an ache between my legs. 
His leather pants are thick but | can feel the harden bulge as he grinds into me. 
My head is spinning with lust. 


| groan loudly, but more out of frustration, not arousal. Because in that exact moment hell breaks loose as my 
father walks in on us making out on my bed. 
Slash is lying on top of me, his pants still open, my legs wrapped around him and | think | even had my tongue 


in his ear at some point. 


"You've got to be kidding me!" His voice rumbles through the room like a thunder. Or more like the voice of 


god, | guess. 


All| can think of is: God, | really must have killed a lot of cows in my past life for karma to hate me this 
much! 

My head pops back to my pillow. Slash freezes for a second, then he brushes his curls out of his face to look 
at my dad. | close my eyes because | am afraid of what is going to happen now. 

| hear Slash chuckle and catch a quick look at my father. His face is so red, | almost worry he's going to have 
a heart attack 

This is embarrassing. | feel like a teenager again. 

And then | hear the voice of god boom throughout the room. "ONE!" 

My heart beats erratically. 

"TWO!" 

Slash looks at me, "Babe, why is your dad like..counting and shit?" 

"You better run," | tap at his shoulder and try to push him away. 

"Run? For what? I'm like grown" 

"THREE!" 

And then it happens. My dad lifts a revolver from his side and aims it right at Slash's head. 


"Oh holy shit!" Slash blurts falling off me and onto the floor he jumps so hard at the gun. 


| quickly move my own body between my father's gun and Slash scampering out my window behind me. | hear 


him hit the ground with a thud and then | hear the dogs barking. 


"FUCKIIM" Is all | hear accompanied by gunfire. 


Sixx And His Plans 


Sixx And His Plans 
Slash's POV 
| can't believe that guy pulled a fucking gun on me. That fucker nearly shot me. 


Why is it his fucking business? Shit, Ashley's fucking grown, right? | mean, sure, he found me in his daughter's 
room, on top of her rubbing my dick on her. Guess that's probably not the best way to start a fucking 
relationship with those people. 


But there's still that fucking racist issue anyway. | couldn't care less what they fucking think of me. Fuck it's 
not like I'm goddamn NWA. coming Straight Outta Compton and shit. l'm not some gangbanging thug just 
because l'm fucking half black. | don't sell dope..well anymore. 


But | still do fucking care, no matter how badly | want not to. Something inside of me woke up when | met that 
girl. Nikki was right about all that karma and soul mate crap. The moment he told me how he felt about Amy, | 
knew. | knew Ashley is what | want. 


Now, getting what | fucking want seems like it's only getting further away every time | see her. | need a 
fucking plan if | don't want to end up with a bullet between my eyes. Or the rest of my ass chewed off. Shit 
there damn psycho dogs might eat my nuts too. Those goddamn dogs are ruthless. These people are fucking 


nuts. 


After | finally made it over that big wall, | pull a smoke out of my jacket and take a drag on my way to find 
the car. | dust myself off a bit and start pulling shit out of my hair as a string of curses just flows from my 
mouth. And then the unimaginable hits me. 

Fuck. 

| left the bottle of Jack in her room. And | seriously need a fucking drink right now. I'll just hit the fucking 
strip. 


Speeding my way down Sunset Blvd, | can't stop thinking how this shit is all Izzy's and Nikki's fault. Damn. If 
those fucks hadn't dragged me to Chinatown, | probably hadn't been shot at and bitten in the fucking ass. Well, 
most likely. And | wasn't so sure | wanted to end up like they had. Izzy's a fucking sellout poser. It's just a 
matter of time before he leaves the band to be the fucking family man. And Nikki wants to be that family guy 
so bad too he can taste that shit. Thank god Amy still has half a brain left. 


| park my car and make my way down to the Cathouse. Head dropped, a backwards ball cap on my head, trying 


to be incognito. | get in for free because the door man knew me. 


My first stop is the bar to order a few shots. But before | even touch one of them, | hear Nikki's 


unmistakable voice from behind me. 

"What the fuck happened to you?" He asks with a chuckle. 

| can't hold back a groan | think | might be fucking cursed or something. Why is this fucker even here? Didn't 
he have some ass kissing to do to a certain red head? Does this Karma shit really gotta bust my balls right 
now? 

| turn to him, raising a shot to my lips. "Needed a fucking drink What's up with you?" 

He shrugs, "Amy's still not talking to me. Every time | fucking try to bring up the proposal, she throws shit at 
me. Thought | should leave the house before she destroys everything. Fucking redheads." He orders himself an 


entire bottle of Jack. 


"Yeah, whatever man.." | say and can't help rolling my eyes before | turn back to my shots. 


I've had enough drama for a lifetime, even without that fucker and Axl's sister. 

"So, why in the hell are you showing up here in the middle of the night with leaves in your hair and ripped 
pants?" He says with that typical asshole smile of his. "Are you fucking limping?" He clamps his hand on my 
shoulder, "Did you get raped?" 

| cut my eye over at his evil fucking smirk. | try to pick the leaves and shit out of my hair but some got 
stuck between the fucking curls. "No. Got shot at, tried to climb a fence and the fucking dogs wanted to eat 
me alive." 

"Were they goddamn German Shepherds?" He asks. 


"Yeah, fucking four of them, and their leader is goddamn Charles Manson" 


Nikki just busts out laughing with that obnoxious laugh he gets when someone distracts him from his own pain. 


Protect mor: ries for less! 
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"Fucking German Shepherds. You wouldn't believe how many bite marks | have covered with these tats bro. So | 


take it Romeo didn't storm the castle and take his Juliet?" He questions as he uncaps his bottle and pours me 


a shot. 


"Man | did just like that Romeo and Juliet shit..but they didn't have fucking guns in Shakespeare. And to make 
matters worse her dad is like the fucking Grand Wizard of the goddamn KKK." 


"KKK? Slash what the fuck have you been smoking dude? This is LA, not the fucking South," Nikki says swilling 
his drink 


"Well maybe the fuck is from the goddamn South because he sure as shit made racial slurs at my ass..and 
this was the first time | met him. Tonight he breaks out a fucking shotgun on me..Granted he did find me in 
the position to get it on, but fuck | was still in my clothes, halfway." 


Nikki throws his head back in laughter again "Ain't love grand?" 


"| don't know, is it? How's your marriage proposal shit working out for you? And Izzy..to supposedly be the 
happiest he's ever been, he looks pretty damn miserable and fucking fake! Love can suck my fucking dick" 


"Don't tell me that you're giving up on your soul mate because you got a gun pulled on you by a dude in a 
white hood and because one fucking dog bites you in the ass. This is the girl you're meant to be with. 


Yakinamundo told Izzy and |, we just couldn't tell you until you figured it out on your own. You can't quit now." 


"Did you hear a fucking word | said man? Her father is a gun toting racist with security dogs and people too. 


They'd shoot me on sight. | love her and all, but fuck, do | really want to die for a chick | barely know?" 


"I think you do," he leans back and smiles at me coyly. "And since l'm like some Yakinamundo appointed fucking 


cupid, so I'm gonna help you out." 

"How could you possibly help me out Sixx?" | shrug and sigh. 

"Well for starters, | can show up and most likely not be shot on contact. Two, your chick knows me. Three, l'm 
white. And four, | can always use gold stars on my Karma card. Who knows maybe I'll finally earn enough to 
make Amy marry my ass." 


"So what..you're just gonna go over there..say come on lets go, and that's it? Look at you dude!" 


Nikki looks up for a second in thought, "You make a very valid point.we should send Izzy's respectable looking 


ass huh?" 


Mr. Respectable 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it took a while. But we are trying to get back into the story. 


Izzy's POV 


When we honestly ask ourselves which person in our lives mean the most to us, we often find that it is those 


who are a pain in the ass. 


| think if I've learned anything about friendship, it's to hang in, fight for them, and let them fight for you. Don't 
walk away, don't be distracted, don't be too busy or tired, don't take them for granted. Friends are part of the 
glue that holds life and faith together. Powerful shit. 


Still.. mostly they are a fucking pain in the ass! 


Slash and that fucker Nikki showed up on my doorstep, unannounced by the way, to talk me into saving that 
charity chick from her fucking family or something. 
Apparently, Slash seems to think he's in love or shit. And the chick's father doesn't approve. 


| can't help but huff. 

Seriously? That's what takes them by surprise? 

You just take a look at that fucker and you get every fucking gun you own to get him to stay away as far as 
possible. 

No offense. He's one of my best buddies, but if some dude like him ever looks the wrong way at my little girl, 
he better hides his ass in Iceland or something. Because I'd break every fucking bone in his body. 


"You've got to help us getting a message to Ashley." Nikki says, bouncing Jenna on his knees. She squeaks and 
plants kisses all over his face. 


| grind my teeth. Man, | hate when she's all over him. That's all MJ's fault. She insisted to make him her 
fucking godfather. And to my bad luck, she really loves that fucker. 


"2z?" Slash snaps me out of my thoughts. 
| sigh, "Why me?" 


"Because I'd get shot on sight without questions and Nikki probably too. Look at him.." Slash points at Nikki. "He 


looks like a god damn drag queen" 


"Hey." Nikki calls out to Slash but gets distracted by Jenna again 
Yeah, he does. | can't help a chuckle. 
| can't. MJ's out and I'm babysitting." | say. 


Slash laughs and nods towards Nikki. 
"Take Nizzybell with you. Makes you even more respectable." 


"Yeah, sure moron. I'll take my baby with me to the gun holding Nazi house. Great idea, man" 


"Come on, man They won't pull their guns on someone like you. Especially with the kid" Slash begs. "I need to 
know if she's alright." 


"MJ is going to fucking gut me, you know?" | hear myself say. This may sound like I'm still trying to talk me 
out of this but we all know what it really means: 


I'm in. 


| can't believe I'm really doing this shit but apparently my feet keep walking me up that insanely long driveway 
up towards Ashley Benson's mansion 
Pushing the stroller in front of me, | can't help thinking how fucking nuts this must look like. What the hell am 


| even going to tell those people? 
Jenna squeaks and blabs something about bunnies. At least | think she does. Sometimes | don't really get what 
she's trying to tell me but she's so fucking adorable, maybe l'm just too blinded to get it. Yeah, she's the 


perfect weapon. 


Why the fuck am | here again? Oh, right. Fucking Slash and his bad karma.. 


| ring the doorbell and wait for a house servant to open it. "May | help you?" They ask when they answer. 


"Yes, hi. I'm Jeff. I'm working with Ashley on a charity thing and was wondering if she was home because | 


have some changes for her," | nervously say. 


Then an older man appears in the door ending the maid away. "Ashley is in Paris. She will no longer be part of 


the charity project. You'll have to contact Mrs. Johnson about that." 


Then the fucker shuts the door in my face. Well this certainly isn't good for Slash. God | hate being the bearer 
of bad news. But | know Slash was going to chase her to the ends of the world. Just like Nikki and | did with 
Amy and MJ. 


Fuck, Paris was a long fucking way away and a huge city. Slash would never find her. | turn and go back to the 
door. | ring the bell again. Her pisses off father stares at me defiantly. 


‘I'm really sorry for bothering you. See my wife borrowed this really expensive dress from Ashley and it'll kil 
her if she doesn't get it back to her. You know women," | lazily shrug. 


"Are you one of those musicians she's been consorting with?" He sternly asks. 

| look down at Nizzy. "I'm just a family guy trying to support my family." 

His eyes narrow. "You work with that nigger?" 

| want to fucking punch him. It | need information. "Um no.l'm not really sure what you're talking about: 


He stares at me long and hard. "Ashley is enrolled in school there." Then he shuts the door in my face once 


more. 


At least its narrowed down to schools. That should make her a bit easier for Slash to find. | grab the stroller 
handles and get the fuck out of there. At least now | had some hope to offer Slash. Plus | would say this gets 


me at least one point on my Karma card. 


A jet full of dumb fucks 


Nikki's POV 


This is like a fucking Deja Vue... again. 

I'm on the fucking plane again to rescue a chick. We should seriously consider renaming the Mötley jet. 
Maybe we should call it "Knights in shining armor" jet? Or "superhero" jet? Or just "Dumb fucks falling in love 
with the wrong girl" jet? 


Hah! Wouldn't that make a good name? 

This jet is seriously taking Slash to hell. This is it, bro. You're fucked. 

Just like Izzy and me. 

We got this jet to rescue our girls and now look at us: Izzy is a pathetic fucker, trying to play house. And I'm 
not even able to get a ring on my girl's finger for fuck's sake. 

Yeah, I'm fucking jealous. Sue me. That guy has a beautiful wife and an adoring little girl Why the fuck is he 


always that miserable? 


To be honest: | was stoked to get out of the house and on this trip. Couldn't wait for us to leave because 
every fucking time | say a word to Amy, she's throwing shit at me. | really wonder why she hasn't left me. 


Fuck, | just don't get that chick but she's all | ever think about. 


| take a look at my companions: 
Slash is sitting beside me, brooding. 
Meaning: he's pulling the strings on his guitar, playing depressing songs like "wish you were here" or "the river". 


Seriously, if he's going to keep playing that shit, I'm gonna jump off that fucking plane before we reach Europe. 
Izzy is sitting in front of me with a mixed expression of anger and annoyance. He's chain smoking, as usual, 
mostly eyeing me in silence. But | know exactly what this means: That fucker would like to strangle me. 

I'm not sure which of these two is concerning me the most. 


But if | think about it again, maybe I'm fucking lucky and Izzy is going to kill me before my ears begin to bleed. 


"| can't believe you fucking hijacked me." Izzy says, dumping his cigarette into the overloaded ashtray in front 
of him. 


"Hijacked? You stepped on the plane on your own fucking feet, asshole." | huff. "Its not like we roofied you or 


something.” 


His head snaps up and for the first time | think Izzy is going to lose his cool. 


"You fucking blackmailed me into this. Same thing, Sixx. l'm here against my will” He snarls. 


| can't help a chuckle. Is he trying to intimidate me or something? 


"Hey, bro. It's not my fault you fucking owe me." | say, attaching the widest fucking smile | have. 


Izzy coughs as he lights another cigarette. 
"Owe you? You fucking serious? | already made up for that when you dragged me out to Lafayette." 


| don't think that settled saving your fucking life or for saving MJ" | grin. "And | helped to get your little girl 


into this world, too." 


| can see Izzy grinding his teeth. 
"Because of you we ended up in fucking jail, Sixx. That score is settled” 


"As | remember things, it was totally Axl's fault we ended up in jail” | snicker. "Come on, we had a great 


fucking time! Bros bonding and shit" 


Izzy just stares at me for a while, dragging on his cigarette. 


"Why are you always sulking Izzy? You're a filthy rich rock star with a beautiful wife and daughter," | say and 


watch as he exhales and stares out the plane window. 
"| wouldn't expect you to get it Nikki," he says in a dry flat voice. 
"By all means then, explain it to me." 


His eyes still peer out of the plane window. "I got an eye exam a while back. | kept getting blurry vision from 
time to time. | almost wrecked in my car one day becouse of it. Nizzy was in the cat with me. MJ made me go 
get checked out. They told me it was damage from strobe lights on the stage. Now | wear contacts. That's 
why | always wear shades onstage now. But that's not all. I've lost 8% of my hearing from the stage too." 


"So your miserable over some petty medical shit? Fuck we all make that sacrifice," | huff. 


"Nikki that's nowhere near everything. The fucking groupies are all over me, grabbing my ass or dick, sticking 
tongues down my throat or in my ear.. And they do this shit right in front of MJ. You think | want my wife 
seeing that shit? She says she understands, but | hate that shit. | fucking love my wife and those sluts disgust 
me. Then there's the fact that all my friends are users and alcoholics. I'm watching them die and | can't do 
shit to save them..." 


| sit there in his silence a moment and absorb what he was saying. | guess | had been too into Amy to notice 


what went on past her. But Izzy was right. "Hey, you think maybe that's why Amy won't marry me?" 


Izzy drags from his cigarette and looks at me. "It's crossed her mind probably. But personally | think it's all the 
crazy, wrongly timed, and elaborate ways you keep asking her.” 


"Fuck every time | try to talk to her about it she throws shit at me." 


Izzy smiles softly, "Then stop trying. Just let it happen Just love her. Show her and tell her, she's not 
something to own. She's someone who chooses you with no strings attached. The one who loves you no matter 
what and makes you a better you. She loves you Nikki, she's just scared of the life we live. She needs time to 
make sure you don't get sucked back into it. Just back off her man. Ask her when it's just the two of you, 
with a ring. Do it when it's special." 


| swear, sometimes Izzy is like the fucking Dalai Lama. 

Just when you think you don't get the fucker, he comes up with some serious life changing shit. | have no clue 
how he does it. But apparently he knows Amy better than | am. 

Even though I'm grateful, it pisses me off. 


But before | can add a snarky comment, Slash decides to join the conversation 
"Hey, dude. You think Ashley would even consider marrying me? | mean, she would have much more trouble 


with our life than Amy, right?" 


My head snaps toward Slash. 
"Where the fuck does that come from, dude?" 


Is he seriously thinking about marriage? Hell, he's even more fucked than | thought. 
"Don't know, man. Just thinking." He shrugs. 


| look at Izzy. Even he seems a little surprised. 
"Dude, l'm good flying around the world to play cupid once more. But marriage? Did you think about this? Man, 
have you even banged the chick yet?" 


If | didn't know better, I'd think the fucker is strung out as fuck. But Yakinamundo took care of that for sure. 


